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CHAPTER 1 
OO0 


Loving the wrong man can be a serious business, as Samantha Page discovered when 
she met Ed Smythe whilst on holiday with her parents, in magical Venice. She was 
only eighteen then and he twenty when they’d first set eyes on each other. He couldn’t 
keep his eyes off her gorgeous body when he saw her coming out of the swimming 
pool looking so wet and sexy in her maroon bikini. Her straight golden hair and 
angelic face was capable of sending Venus de Milo into a fit of jealousy. She’d caught 
Ed looking at her from the balcony of his hotel room and they’d smiled at each other. 
An unexpected distraction had caused Ed to look away. When he’d looked back, she 
was not there anymore. 

Ed, nice as he could be when he put his mind to it, had little consideration for 
anyone but himself, unless it suited his purpose. He was more often than not too 
selfish and self centred—a trait that he would later on reproach himself for having. 
There had been occasions when he’d wished he’d been more caring towards those 
who’d cared for him, particularly his parents. He had not seen his father for years. The 
old man was now senile, bedridden and living in a nursing home. He went once, a 
long time ago, to see him, but the latter was too far embroiled in his own world that he 
couldn’t recognise his own son, which discouraged Ed from visiting. His father is 
probably in an even worse state now, but Ed had no idea. As for his mother, she had 
been gone for years. She died when Ed was only ten, and all Ed could remember of 
her was her oval-shaped face, beautiful blue eyes and gentle ways. As he had no 
siblings he was the sole heir to the Smythe’s fortune, which was not much, a two- 
bedroom terrace house in Chatham, Kent; still a small fortune that had been acquired 
through hard work and was expected to be handed to him sometime in the future. But 
none of it interested him for a single moment. All he wanted was to have a good time. 

If there was a time in his life when he had felt very hurt, it was when he’d lost his 
mother. He may have only been ten at the time, but he knew he needed to grow up 
fast and oddly enough, he did, but he did it without the guidance and warmth of a 
mother with whom he had a short but good relationship. Many a time he wished he 
had known her for longer, perhaps that would have made him a better person and gave 
him the confidence and skills he thought he lacked, particularly on how to handle the 
fairer sex. Despite his feeling of inadequacy, girls were always smiling at him and 
wanting to be with him, but that was mainly due to the fact that he was fortunate to 
have been blessed with a handsome face. 

By the time he was eighteen he had developed a taste for the ladies, so much so 
that he could not leave them alone, especially if they were beautiful, and they usually 
were. At the age of eighteen, he started attending Art College. Having very little 
money to provide him with some income, on the weekends he worked at a petrol 
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station but soon he had somehow drifted into a lifestyle of a gigolo. 

After having set eyes on Samantha and losing her in a space of a few seconds, he 
was determined to find her. As destiny would have it, they’d met again and had 
instantly taken a liking for each other. They had met several times more afterwards 
before she’d introduced him to her parents at an open buffet. Although Samantha’s 
parents were not keen about Ed, mainly because he looked too much like a playboy, 
they could not miss noticing their daughter’s interest in him. But they let it ride 
feeling sure that by the time the holiday was over and they had taken their daughter 
home, everything would be just a distant memory. They could not have been more 
wrong! 

Samantha’s father was a professional man, a brain surgeon to be precise. He did 
not suffer fools gladly, and he hated anyone with tattoos, and unfortunately for Ed he 
had one on his neck. Why would anyone want to spoil their body like that was beyond 
him! Like all fathers, he would do anything to protect his daughter. As for Samantha’s 
mother, who was half-Scottish, she appeared dull to Ed, making him wonder where on 
earth Samantha had inherited her lively disposition. 

Ed and Samantha were so fascinated with each other that they wanted to know as 
much as possible about each other within the short period of time they had at their 
disposal. She was impressed that he was attending college aspiring to become an 
artist. They’d spoken at length about the kind of life they sought for themselves. How 
she wanted to be the most successful beauty therapist, find Mr Right, get married and 
have a string of kids. She had even thought of the names she wanted to call them. 
Although, at that moment, marriage was the furthest thing from Ed’s mind, he was not 
totally adverse to the idea of being committed to one person for the rest of his life, 
even though he knew that could be a challenge for him, given the lifestyle he had 
adopted since he was eighteen. However, he knew he already had had more than his 
fair share of beautiful women in his life who had come and gone, and now having met 
Samantha who was the prettiest of them all, he was confident that he could stop acting 
like a philanderer and be a faithful husband to one woman for the remainder of his 
life, if it should come to it. He obviously was not aware that a pig you cut its tail, a 
pig it will always remain! 

Ed and Samantha met again the next day. After a long walk, they had taken a trip 
on the gondolas. Sitting close to each other on that tiny Venetian boat, they looked 
like they were made for each other. The one thing that really kept them together was 
that they were able to make each other laugh. 

When Samantha’s parents had noticed that their daughter couldn’t stop 
referring to Ed in almost every conversation, they became nervous. They knew Ed 
was well mannered, which was a big plus in their book and he was a college student 
aspiring to be an artist. ‘At least he was trying to achieve something,’ Samantha’s 
mother had commented. But they were totally ignorant of his parents. That was a very 
important factor as far as they were concerned. Good parents breed good children that 
was their philosophy. Like all parents, they naturally wanted the best for their only 
daughter. However, Samantha was not at all concerned about Ed’s parents. She only 
had eyes for Ed, his amazing good looks, his artistic talent and most of all the 
viciousness in his eyes after they had kissed. 

There was only one day left before her holidays were due to end and her 
parents couldn’t wait to take their daughter away from Ed’s unyielding interest in her. 
They had a different life in store for her and a different type of man. A man of high 
rank or importance, especially someone in the armed forces or among the wealthy, a 
man who would never leave their daughter wanting. 


Samantha wanted to spend that last day with Ed and made the best she could of it. 
They had chosen to spend all day exploring Venice. They’d walked slowly past 
beautiful baroque and Renaissance buildings. They’d taken a motorboat across the 
Venetian lagoon to the unspoilt islands nearby, wandered Burano’s streets of pastel 
houses and bargained with lace sellers. They’d followed Casanova’s footsteps, and 
saw romantic Venice through Casanova’s eyes—one of the world’s most famous 
lovers, and sipped a glass of wine at Do Spade bar, where Casanova met his lovers. 
Next, they had gone to St Mark’s Square, wandered between the arcades, past street 
orchestras to Caffè Florian for tea on the terrace. They’d strolled, hand-in-hand, 
through hidden alleyways and quiet squares at Campo dei Frari. To end their day 
they’d followed writer Ernest Hemingway’s wanderings and drifted on a waterbus 
over the marshes to inspiring Torcello Island before passing the old Byzantine 
cathedral to Locanda Cipriani restaurant for an idyllic Italian lunch on the terrace 
under the shady pergolas. By the time they were back at his hotel room, they were 
exhausted! 

They had done all but make love. They both knew it was their last day together 
and they both were losing their minds over each other. As they sat on the edge of the 
bed next to each other, Ed was the first to speak. 

‘Samantha,’ he said softly. ‘You’ve been driving me out of my mind.’ 

Little did he realise that he’d been doing the same to her! When he saw her smile, 
he’d wasted no time in leaning over and kissing her. There was only one thing he 
knew for sure, which was he didn’t want to lose her. He wanted her for ever and he 
didn’t want to wait forever to have her. He wanted her there and then, in his hotel 
room, in romantic Venice. 

‘Samantha,’ he said again. 

‘Yes?’ she answered softly and inquisitively. 

‘I want you to be my wife.’ 

She let out a big gasp and then laughed. ‘You can’t be serious... err... are you?’ 

He nodded. ‘Yes.’ His heart was beating faster. Whether it continued to beat or 
stop depended entirely on Samantha’s next response. He already knew, and she knew 
it too, that her parents were not particular keen on him. 

Samantha, realising the seriousness of her answer, delayed replying too quickly. 
‘Err... Do you mean now, like in now?’ 

‘Yes, now.” Ed looked serious and Samantha could see it on his face. 

It was getting too tense for Samantha’s liking. ‘Stop pulling my leg, will you?’ 

‘I can assure you I’m not.’ Ed couldn’t sit down anymore. The suspense was 
killing him. He had to get up. He was on his feet pacing up and down like a demented 
patient. Seconds later he said, ‘I’m waiting, Samantha.’ 

She shook her head. ‘You’re crazy, you know that?’ 

“Yes, I am crazy about you and... what about you? Are you crazy enough to want 
to marry me?’ 

She got off the bed immediately, flung her arms around his neck and kissed him. 
He responded feverishly, until finally she responded, ‘yes, yes, yes... I will.’ 

There was a huge smile on his face, which quickly disappeared when she added, 
‘but my father has to agree to it.’ 

Ed detached himself from her immediately and sat back on the bed with his hands 
cupping his head. ‘There is no way your father will say yes. He doesn’t like me,’ Ed 
said with conviction. 

Samantha suddenly looked worried, and Ed could see she was but pretended he 
hadn’t noticed. 
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‘Err... suppose... this is only a supposition mind you...’ he made a point of 
stressing the word suppose. ‘If your father doesn’t consent, would you consider 
eloping with me?’ 

‘And risk him killing me? Is that how much you love me?’ Samantha was quick to 
question. 

‘There is no way I would let him kill you. You are too precious to me,’ he said and 
immediately placed his right arm over her shoulders and drew her towards him. 

They sat quietly as they pondered over their situation. 

‘Today is our last day together, Samantha. If we are going to do it, it has to be 
today,’ Ed said emphatically yet with a certain gentleness in his voice. 

She quietly weighed it in her mind. It was a tough call and she could see that there 
was no choice. From the moment she had set eyes on him she was prepared to follow 
him to the end of the world. After he had kissed her, she knew she had found her 
prince charming, her lifetime mate. At least that’s what she thought at the time! She 
had one BIG hope, which was that her parents would forgive her one day. That was 
important to her. She knew they loved her and she loved them very much too. She 
also knew that there comes a time in life when one may have to choose, and 
unfortunately for her, that time had come. They had high expectations of her, 
especially her father. Only a few weeks before coming on that holiday to Venice she 
had been presented with a BA (Hons.) degree in Beauty Therapy Management by 
University College Birmingham. Bringing her to Venice was their way of rewarding 
her for achieving such a high accolade. Their expectation was that she would find a 
suitable mate, one that would not only make her happy but would make them happy 
too. Sadly, Ed only fulfilled part of that hope and that was not acceptable to them, 
particularly her father. When, the previous night, she had tried to reason with him and 
him with her, they could not agree and had fallen out with each other. 

“You could do better, my daughter,’ his father had reassured her. ‘There are lots of 
suitors out there. You are a pretty girl and intelligent too. Don’t sell yourself cheap by 
falling head over heels in love with Ed. If you need help finding a suitable man your 
mother and I are here to help.’ 

“You mean you want to pick my husband for me?’ Samantha yelled at her father 
after having mistakenly interpreted his suggestion. 

‘Don’t be silly, Samantha, and don’t yell at your father either,’ her mother 
intervened somewhat angrily. “That is not what your father is saying at all. You will 
have the final say, I'll see to it.’ 

But having met Ed, as far as Samantha was now concerned, no one could be better 
than him. He was it and that’s all there was to it! End of argument! And if her parents 
had nurtured the thought that her marriage to Ed would somehow fail, she was 
determined to do whatever it took to prove them wrong. 

Her mind was made up. They eloped that very day, leaving a note for her parents 
with the concierge of the hotel where they were staying. She’d felt more than a little 
guilty about the grief she was causing them, but when it came down to it, her needs 
and desires had by far outweighed her concerns for them. ‘This was the way it was 
going to be,’ she’d told her parents, and her parents had better accept it, like it or not. 

Little did she know at the time, how hopelessly wrong she was on that score but 
her father knew it! After having read the note, they licked their wounds and waited for 
the passage of time to provide the necessary healing. « 
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CHAPTER 2 
000 


Ed and Samantha had gone to a small church in Venice, approached a priest and asked 
him to perform a ceremony pronouncing them man and wife. They spent their 
honeymoon in Venice and two weeks later, they had returned to the beautiful county 
of Kent, England. Samantha had sent a brief note to her parents informing them of her 
wedding to Ed, hoping that they would be pleased for her. Having planned to pay 
them a visit, she waited with baited breath for their reply. 

Upon hearing the news, surprisingly her parents felt no anger. They were of 
course sad that they’d not been present at their daughter’s wedding, not that they 
would have attended if they’d been invited, but they felt relieved. Whatever anger 
they had felt when she had run away, now that she was married they had no intention 
of seeking an annulment. Regardless of their disapproval, they were pleased that Ed 
had made an honest woman of their daughter. As far as they were concerned, she had 
made her bed and she was now welcome to lie in it. Their main regret was that they 
had a daughter and now they had none. 

The moment they had got back to England, Ed had taken his bride to the two- 
bedroom terrace house he’d shared with his father before the latter went in a nursing 
home. Samantha had her first shock. The house was filthy, especially the cooker. The 
fridge and freezer were practically empty, except for a few cartons of readymade 
food. Everywhere was so untidy, as if it was the home of a tramp. What disturbed her 
most was how uninhabitable the place looked. She couldn’t understand how Ed had 
stayed in it. She did her best to hide her disappointment and wasted no time in taking 
action. She took herself to the nearest corner shop, walking downhill to get to it, and 
bought cleaning agents. After having scrubbed the place, rearranged the furniture to 
her liking, and tidied everywhere, she was exhausted but happier. Suddenly the 
dreamy married life she’d envisaged was proving to be more like a nightmare that 
she’d hoped would soon go away. 

Ed realised he had to work even longer hours to bring in enough money to run the 
household. Fortunately, Samantha had a beauty salon not far away from where they 
lived and business was doing well. She had a healthy list of clients in her database and 
the numbers were increasing all the time. 

Ed had wanted to take Samantha to see her parents, but when they had received no 
response to the note they had sent, they didn’t dare show their faces. With every day 
that passed them by, Samantha’s hopes that with the passage of time she would be 
forgiven, looked more and more unlikely but she never gave up hope. 


Kk k 


Samantha’s parents liked travelling and to forget their worries they thought a 
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Mediterranean cruise would be the thing to do it. Samantha’s father, Henry, had gone 
online and booked a ten-night get away on the Fred Olsen cruise line. Included in the 
package was en-suite accommodation on the ship Balmoral, all meals throughout the 
cruise, complimentary tea & coffee during the day and early evening, tea & coffee 
facilities in cabin, all entertainment, daily onboard activities, sports & leisure 
facilities, welcome and farewell cocktail parties and all port taxes and fees. They took 
the ship at Southampton, the home of the ocean cruise. At sea they took the time to 
explore, relax and unwind, and took advantage of the attentive and friendly service. 
On day three, they had arrived at La Coruna, in Spain. They spent six hours there 
admiring the city which was the site of the Roman Tower of Hercules—a lighthouse 
that had been in continuous operation for nearly 2,000 years. On day six they were in 
Funchal, Madeira—the pearl of the ocean where they feasted their eyes on the 
beautiful beaches and stunning gardens of plenty. On day eight they had reach Lisbon, 
the capital of Portugal and they had nine hours to enjoy highlights such as the Eiffel’s 
cast iron elevator and fascinating Moorish baazars before making their way back to 
Southampton. They thoroughly enjoyed their trip. Although they liked the dinners, 
they found the portions were a bit small. They particularly enjoyed the open deck 
space where they were able to relax and forget their troubles. The ten nights they’d 
spent cruising had done nothing to warm their hearts on the subject of their only 
daughter’s elopement. 
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Samantha had not seen her period and she was worried that she might be pregnant, 
something she was not ready for and she didn’t look very happy at all. Ed on the other 
hand, knowing she wanted lots of children, was unbelievably surprised his wife was 
not pleased; as if he was not in tune with the fact that they were struggling for money 
and bringing a baby into the mix would create more hardship. Whatever excitement 
he harboured he didn’t dare show it. 

‘Maybe everything that has happened is causing you to be late with your period,’ 
he said. ‘So don’t jump to conclusions.’ But he had already jumped to conclusions 
and he couldn’t believe that he would soon have an heir. 

He had never given much thought to being a father. It should have scared him, 
given the life he’d led, but deep inside he felt a man, and wished Samantha was just as 
enthusiastic as he was. If Samantha’s parents had any thought of trying to annul their 
marriage, that should stop them, he thought. 

The next day she had gone to work and she couldn’t concentrate on what she was 
doing. She was struggling to make her clients look beautiful and feel good about 
themselves when she wasn’t feeling good herself. Normally, she was very good at 
giving massages to her clients, but on that day she wasn’t as gentle as they knew she 
had always been, forcing one of her clients to complain that she was hurting her. After 
offering her apologies, she was unable to contain herself and burst out crying. Soon 
after her working colleagues had learnt how worried she was and they tried to give 
her as much support as they could. Samantha was particularly frightened that she 
wouldn’t be able to cope with the monumental physical, psychological and emotional 
changes heading her way, let alone the additional financial hardship a baby would 
bring. After spending a rotten night, the next morning when she was preparing to see 
her doctor, she started to experience period pains and shortly after she saw blood 
which brought a sign of relief on her face. As soon as she had told Ed about it, he 
couldn’t hide his disappointment, but he was hopeful that it would happen again. That 


would be a sure way of stopping her parents interfering with their relationship, he 
figured. But that wasn’t quite the sentiment that Samantha shared. Despite going 
against their wishes she had a secret need to have them back in her life. Although in 
some ways they were happy in their corner with their life together, but, for Samantha, 
it didn’t feel quite right and she became moody which started to put a big strain on 
their relationship. 
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Ed couldn’t remember exactly how many times he had wiped the tears off the eyes 
of Samantha during the period they were married. He’d felt partially guilty that his 
own selfishness and short-sightedness had caused his wife the loss of her parents, 
which was something. 

Samantha’s business was flourishing whilst Ed was struggling to keep up with his 
studies mostly due to the long hours he had to put in at the filling station pumping gas 
and in his local supermarket where he was working on the till. His income being 
much lower than that of his wife, despite holding two jobs, began to make him feel 
jealous of his wife. Samantha helped him with his application to become a police 
constable but he still failed to get recruited. 

When he was living life as a gigolo he had a healthy bank balance and the thought 
of secretly restarting his habit had cropped up in his mind once or twice. Many a time 
he had had to endure Samantha’s feeling of resentment towards him. There was many 
a time when he’d felt unloved and had felt the love that had brought Samantha close 
to him was ebbing away. He couldn’t cope when the woman who had given 
everything away to be with him, had started to turn against him. Such was his 
frustration that he started seeing other women behind his wife’s back to initially 
compensate for the affection that his beloved wife was denying him. Soon he was 
feeling resentful and began to slip back into his old habits. On several occasions he 
had brought male and female friends to the house and insisted that Samantha provide 
refreshments and snacks, and took delight in treating her like his maid. Tom, his best 
friend, was the only one who felt sorry for the way Ed acted towards his wife and 
unknown to Ed he had offered Samantha a shoulder to cry, an escape route. 

Ed, although a Roman Catholic like his wife, was not a frequent churchgoer. With 
everything that was happening in his life, he’d sought refuge in an old church where 
he’d previously accompanied Samantha once or twice. It had been a while since he’d 
seen the inside of a church. As he walked inside he looked up at the enormous vaulted 
ceiling and wondered how many man-hours it must have taken to get it to such a 
unique and exquisite state. He stayed for a while and then decided to go and visit his 
father in the nursing home. As soon as he saw him, he was sorry he’d come. He found 
it so depressing to see the old man so ill, so unaware of his surroundings and those 
around him. His father looked at him but he had no recollection of who Ed was. His 
eyes were blank and then they closed and he dozed on his pillows, making Ed feel so 
helpless. Ed had watched a priest walking away from a patient in another bed not too 
far from the one his father was occupying. The priest had just given the man his 
blessing. Ed wondered if the priest only saw those who were on their way out. He 
kissed his father on the forehead and as he was leaving the ward two nurses in white 
uniforms looked at him, and the younger of the two smiled at him and he responded 
realising that he could still attract them. æ 
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CHAPTER 3 
0o00 


As time went on, Ed had become less discreet which quickly led to Samantha 
discovering that he was being unfaithful. After she had boldly confronted him, he had 
automatically denied it, but later pleaded guilty and asked for her forgiveness. 
Samantha, against her natural instincts and better judgement forgave him. She felt she 
had to, because she was determined to keep her marriage together to save face. When 
she had caught him for the second time, she once again, but this time more 
reluctantly, forgave him. 

Two years had gone by since she had run away and got married yet nothing had 
warmed her parents’ hearts towards her. There were no phone calls, no letters... they 
had even changed their address. 

Samantha knew her marriage was failing, just as she was warned it would. Only 
her desire to prevent the inevitable, had forced her to stay in, what had become a 
loveless marriage. She needed to act quickly. She took a chance and paid her parents 
an unannounced visit over Christmas, hoping that they would not refuse to see her, 
and she was amazed, after the initial shock, that they invited her in. They were glad 
she had come and come alone. Had she brought Ed with her, they would definitely 
have demanded that he left. Seeing their only daughter sitting in their lounge was a 
day they had waited for impatiently. If they were still angry with her, they did not 
show it. For a short moment, there was total silence. Finally, her father decided to 
break the ice by asking Samantha what she would like to drink. Although her initial 
response had been ‘nothing’, she was finally persuaded to have a Bacardi with coke, 
which he knew was his daughter’s favourite tipple. The parents kept the conversation 
light. After they had shared a Christmas dinner, they’d moved from the dining room 
back to the lounge. They got chatting again. Although they were dying to know how 
she was enjoying married life, they were careful not to pry too much. The bulk of the 
conversation remained guarded and civil, contrary to what Samantha had expected. 

There was no demand of annulment from her parents, no ranting about how 
inconsiderate she had been and no revelation from Samantha that the marriage was on 
the rocks. But they did make the point that they had only wanted happiness for her. 
The day had ended well. When it was time for Samantha to bid goodbye to her 
parents, they hugged and made it clear to her that she and she alone could come to see 
them again, which left Samantha in no doubt that her parents had no intention of 
accepting Ed as their son in law. 

When she’d returned home, Ed couldn’t wait to hear how she’d got on. He had 
had a secret wish that his wife would manage to persuade her parents to accept their 
marriage, or at least fought his corner with them. When he’d learnt otherwise, he felt 
deflated and angry. What he had failed to understand was that, had he been kinder to 
her, treated her with more respect and not made her feel like a fool, a low human 
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being in front of his friends and cheating on her, she might indeed have fought for 
him. 

Ed was so cross with his wife that he had demanded they sit down and discuss 
their marriage as calmly as they could. He wasn’t ready to give up but Samantha was. 
Ed pulled her close and tried to kiss her on the lips as an attempt of showing he still 
loved her, but she had already lost confidence and trust in him. As far as she was 
concerned, the only thing that was still keeping them together was her unwillingness 
to admit that her marriage had failed. Not to totally alienate him, she opted to 
allowing him to kiss her on the cheek, which sent a clear message to him that he was 
not as adorable as he once was. For the first time Ed had felt sure that he was losing 
her and he was at a loss as to how to bring her back into his arms. He was not a happy 
man at all. He had been so looking forward to her carrying his babies and he knew she 
wanted lots of them, but that had begun to look unlikely. 

That night after they had talked, he impulsively left home. Later on that night 
when Samantha saw that it was well past midnight and her husband had not returned 
she’d called his mobile several times. When he did not answer, she was worried, part 
of her still cared for him. When he did eventually answer, and she could hear the 
voice of a woman in the background saying ‘come back to bed’, she banged the phone 
on its cradle causing the line to go dead. That was the final straw for her. ‘Enough is 
enough!’ she’d shouted to herself. The time had come for her to regain her self- 
respect. But she wasn’t going to just pack up and go, for that would be too un- 
dramatic. The next day just before her husband was due to come home, she invited 
Tom for a drink. She deliberately encouraged him to take her to bed. Unknown to 
Tom, she wanted her husband to walk in on them. 

Minutes later, when she heard her bedroom door open, she sat up immediately, 
and stared at her husband who was standing there with angry eyes. 

‘Ed, you’re home early!’ she said. 

‘How unfortunate for you!’ he replied as he shifted his gaze onto the man lying 
next to his wife. When he discovered it was his best friend, Tom, he was mortified. 

Until that evening, Ed had no idea his wife had been two-timing him. Looking 
spitefully at his friend he asked, “why would you do this to me, Tom?’ he asked with 
no expectation of a satisfactory answer. 

As he’d predicted, Tom didn’t answer. He was speechless. 

On the occasions Ed had cheated on his wife, he had never once put himself in his 
wife’s shoes and tried to imagine what it must feel like to be on the receiving end, to 
be made to feel like a fool and forced to endure the experience, and all the humiliation 
that came with feeling cheated upon, especially by someone you trust. How 
disrespectful can one get? 

Samantha could have simply walked away from her husband, but felt the need to 
teach him a basic lesson. Whilst Ed, oblivious to his own errors was furious, was 
enraged enough that if at that time he’d a gun in his hand he would have shot them 
both there and then, but he was no killer. Instead, feeling he had seen enough, he 
rushed out banging the bedroom door behind him. 

Samantha expecting her husband would react the way he did, jumped out of bed 
immediately, still wearing her knickers and bra and followed Ed downstairs. 

‘Ed, wait! Let me explain,’ Samantha had shouted in a begging voice. 

‘Save your explanation for the lawyers,’ was Ed’s reply without even bothering to 
turn his head to look at his apparently distressed wife. 

‘It’s not what it looked like.’ 

‘What?’ Ed unable to believe his ears stopped and turned round. For a moment, he 


simply stared angrily at his wife, breathing heavily and then after moving a few steps 
forward towards her he stopped again, adopting a threatening posture. 

‘What did you say?’ His voice was sharp. 

Samantha instinctively took a couple of steps back, but quickly regained her 
composure and adopting a fearless face she said, ‘You pushed me into it.’ 

Her response hurt Ed’s ears and angered him further. ‘I pushed you into it. Ha! 
Youare really something... Oh, I see it now. How stupid of me!’ he said sarcastically. 
‘I come home and catch you in bed with my best friend and all the time it was my 
fault? What is it, pay back time? Did you figure it was time to give me a dose of my 
own medicine, is that it?’ 

‘If you want to call it that, then yes, but it is not quite like that. Please sit down,’ 
she said calmly. 

Ed was in no mood to listen. He was too upset for that. He was not in the mood 
for any explanation, excuses, justifications... on reflection maybe he should have, it 
might have given him an insight into his relationship, but that was water under the 
bridge. After leaving the house he had driven himself to the nearest pub to drown his 
sorrows. Half a dozen whiskeys were more than enough to anaesthetise any man’s 
brain and put him to sleep for a while! 

Months later, the inevitable had happened. Divorce papers were going back and 
forth and a decree nisi was granted. What had started as a whirlwind romance and 
clandestine wedding had ended in tears. But, did it end there though, of course not. 2 
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CHAPTER 4 
OO0 


Five years later 


Ed Smythe dragged his left foot as he walked in the high street of Maidstone. As it 
was Christmas Eve, the town was crowded with last minute shoppers. He had 
forgotten how busy it could be in December. It had been five years since he was last 
there. He had just returned from Iraq, where he had spent his time fighting to help 
bring peace and stability in the country following the Anglo-American invasion he 
wished had never taken place. 

After his break up with Samantha, he had a string of one-night stands before 
running away to join the Royal Army. 


After five years fighting for a cause that was not of his own making, his face was 
weather-lined. He could spend hours telling sad war tales, soldiers, one by one 
disappearing and never to be heard again. The army had started to offer soldiers a 
decompressed period before returning them to loved ones, yet he felt the duration was 
not nearly long enough. How good can any decompression training and psychological 
coaching be? He’d questioned. Can it really prepare someone how to deal with their 
life after war, in a place where no one will relate to them or even care? He had 
always known that war was brutal. He recalled a silent dialogue that ended up in John 
Crawford's Last True Story I'll Ever Tell, which went like this: “We knew what an AK- 
47 bullet sounds like when it zips unseen by our heads. We had heard the deafening 
blast of 155-millimeter rounds exploding near us. We knew the screams of the 
wounded and dying, and had seen the tears of men, of soldiers. I watched as we de- 
evolved into animals, and all this time, there was a sinking feeling that we were 
changing from hunter to hunted!” 


When Ed had joined the army, he didn’t even know why he was doing so. Three 
months afterwards, he was wounded near Basra, in a ferocious confrontation. It was 
the first time he had been so badly wounded, yet it didn’t make him want to run away, 
although he knew if his father had known he would have been furious, but he was too 
ill to even know there was a brutal war out there. 

However much he’d wanted to carry on fighting, when news came that his father 
had died he had taken leave to attend his funeral, which had taken place three days 
ago. 
As he continued down the high street, his heart sunk as he questioned the real 
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reason he had gone to this place of aloneness, alienation, anger, frustration and 
confusion. If he wasn't aware of what he’d signed up for before being sent to Iraq, it 
became as clear as crystal within weeks. Quite often people who had picked the army 
became mechanics, water-supply specialists, cooks, clerks, but the infantry is 
different. It picks the man: men who do poorly in maths, excel at athletics, drink a lot, 
love their mothers, and fear their fathers; men who have something to prove or feel 
that they had already proven it all. 

There had been time when if it meant killing another Iraqi -- anyone -- it was okay 
with Ed, as long as it brought him closer to returning home to a woman he had loved 
so deeply and didn’t even know if she still existed. To him the fighting in Iraq was 
nothing but it was the black versus the white, the clear versus the fuzzy, and the right 
versus the wrong, which didn’t make sense to him at all. 

Being back in the country, memories of him shopping in his hometown with 
Samantha flooded his consciousness. He had never felt alone when he was with her 
but since she went out of his life, he was a nervous wreck for a long time. Despite her 
apparent adulterous behaviour, he had never stopped loving her. She was his treasured 
possession, his companion, his everything. He had never imagined what life would be 
like without her by his side until he was forced to live it and it became unbearable. He 
had written to her on several occasions wanting to get back together, but when he’d 
received no reply, he ran away and joined the army. He did whatever he could to 
forget about her but that was more difficult than he had anticipated. Memories of her 
had kept wandering into his dreams, especially when he was faced with danger. Since 
they’d separated there hadn’t been a moment that had gone by when he hadn’t 
yearned to catch a glimpse of her angelic face... her big blue eyes... her luscious lips. 
After taking a bullet in his left foot, which had missed a nerve by a whisker, he was 
sure he was going to be paralysed for life, and he’d told the paramedics how desperate 
he was to see Samantha, to touch her, to hold her... or even just to look at her. 

He had lived in Chatham for two and a half years after he had married Samantha. 
At the beginning of their married life they were the happiest couple in town despite 
having to struggle to make ends meet. But as time went on Samantha had started to 
feel dis-illusioned with her life and had begun to miss her parents who wanted nothing 
to do with her. She’d begun to regret her decision to run away with him. Resentment 
started to set in and they began to argue constantly over stupid things. The 
disharmony went on for almost eighteen months. The atmosphere in their house 
became unbearable. When Samantha had taken herself to sleeping in the spare room, 
Ed had felt rejected, let alone neglected which prompted him to cheat on her. One 
thing had led to another; they’d finally called it a day and went their separate ways. 

Being Christmas Eve, Maidstone was in full swing of the holiday season. The 
high street was decorated with Christmas lights and wreaths of holly, and on almost 
every corner, Santa Claus stood, rolling their bells for coins. As he continued to walk, 
on and off the pavements, avoiding himself being elbowed by busy shoppers fearless 
of the icy winds, he recalled it was five years ago when he had bought and received a 
Christmas present. Now that his parents were gone...even the friends and few 
relations he had, had moved away, gave him no reason to shop for presents. As he 
entered and left some of the largest department stores, he found they were jam-packed 
with people; some were even rudely pushing other shoppers out of the way. In some 
ways he was sorry he had come. Everything was so expensive and in some cases 
unaffordable. Just as well he didn’t have to get anyone presents, he thought. Selfish 
and self-centred as he was he did however, like giving Samantha presents and he gave 
her lots. She did the same in return. He saw a young man poorly dressed playing his 


guitar. Passers-by were dropping coins on a mat he had in front of him. He pulled out 
a pound coin from his pocket and dropped it on the mat. ‘Thank you. Merry Xmas to 
you,’ the man said and Ed echoed the same to him. His feet were getting tired and he 
needed to sit down for a bit. He saw a small café, where he and Samantha used to 
have a drink and cake; he went in and sat on the very table they used to sit at and 
ordered a cup of tea and two muffins. Two girls passed his table and they smiled at 
him as he was sipping his tea. Although he was now only thirty-three years old his 
black hair was dotted with grey, but his eyes still had the same electricity they’d had 
when he was twenty. However, with all that fighting in Iraq he was not as strong and 
as capable as he used to be. One thing was obvious; there was sorrow in his eyes. He 
was sad for having lost those he had loved and those he had been friends with. He felt 
a special sadness for having lost Samantha. He had come to town in the hope that he 
might meet her. A tear ran slowly down his cheek as he stared unseeingly at the 
window and saw young couples walking hand-in-hand just as he used to do with 
Samantha. His eyes lingered on them thinking about the way his life used to be and 
now was no more. Miserable as he was feeling, he was able to derive some comfort in 
knowing he had those happy moments, moments that he would always treasure. æ 
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CHAPTER 5 
000 


After he had left the café he arrived at a church. He hesitated before going in. Here 
although there were lots of people, they were strangers. He didn’t come in expecting 
he might meet anyone he might know, he came in hoping he would find some 
comfort. He stood for a long time, looking at the statue of the Virgin Mary. After 
saying a prayer and making a wish, he picked up a candle from the box, lit it and 
made the sign of the cross. As he was doing so he couldn’t stop the tears running 
down his cheeks. He wiped them off and walked slowly towards the exit door of the 
church, dragging his left foot that had begun to pain him. Suddenly he saw a woman 
kneeling on the pew, her eyes closed and looking straight forward. He stopped, 
rubbed his eyes and looked at her again to make sure his eyes were not playing tricks 
on him. When he realised it was not a ghost, he stood for a long moment, watching 
her, aching more than ever. She was wearing a hat which concealed all but one eye, 
yet he was able to recognise her. She didn’t appear to have aged at all. She prayed for 
a long time. He wondered if she had come here for the same reason as him. Seeing his 
Samantha again had brought an unbelievable joy. After what seemed like an eternity 
she opened her eyes, looked in his direction, but it quickly became clear that she 
hadn’t recognise him. She stood up, went to the Virgin Mary, and lit five candles. 
Then with tears on her cheeks she stood in front of the altar, made the sign of the 
cross and turned round. As she walked towards the exit door, she passed Ed as if he 
was not there. He gently reached out a hand and stopped her. Looking startled she 
glanced up at him with an air of surprise, as if she had just come out of a distant 
thought. But as she gazed at Ed, she gasped. Her right hand immediately flew to her 
mouth, her eyes filled with tears. 

‘Ed, is that you?’ Of course it was. 

He hesitantly touched her hand, and she didn’t pull away. They hugged each other 
just like two lost friends who had suddenly found each other again. They ‘stayed in 
that position for a long time before they detached themselves and looked up at each 
other. She could see he’d aged more than one would have expected, yet she felt 
eighteen and her heart was racing just as it did when she’d first saw him in Venice so 
many years ago. From the very day he had walked out of her life she knew that there 
was a part of her that would always belong to him. He was her first love, he was the 
one who had taken her innocence, he had mattered to her more than he could ever 
have imagined. She had always wanted to tell him the truth about that night he had 
caught her in bed with his best friend, but was never given a chance. 

‘I’m lost for words,’ she smiled sadly at him. 

Ed pulled out his handkerchief and wiped her tears away, just like he had done so 
many times before. 


23 


24 


‘How are you?’ she could not even remember how many years had gone by since 
they had last seen each other. 

‘My goodness Samantha, you haven’t changed a bit... no... correction... you look 
even more beautiful now than when I first saw you. Are you alright?’ 

She nodded. ‘Yes,’ she said softly. 

They continued to gaze at each other and could feel what the other was feeling 
and thinking. It was as though they had magically become one. Looking at the way 
she was dressed, he could tell she was living a good life and yet she did not look 
happy. 

“What a day for both of us,’ Samantha said. ‘How is your father?’ 

‘He passed away three days ago.’ 

‘Oh, I’m so sorry to hear that.’ Samantha was genuinely sorry, because he had 
now lost both of his parents. She had only seen his father once and knew how senile 
he was. 

He looked pointedly at her. ‘Your parents... are they alright?’ 

‘They are getting older, but fine.’ 

“You see them regularly?’ 

“Yes, every weekend in fact. Well, almost every weekend.’ 

‘I’m glad for you.’ His eyes still fixed on hers. 

“Where are you living, Ed?’ She was curious to know. 

‘In a bed-sit, nearby.’ 

She raised an eyebrow. ‘What happened to the house? In the divorce settlement 
your lawyer fought hard for you to have it.’ 

“When I joined the army my father and I had no need for it, so we sold it.’ 

‘I have passed...’ she was about to say that she had passed by the house a couple 
of times, but then stopped short of completing her sentence. Instead she asked, ‘Are 
you coming out of the army now?’ 

‘Now that my dad is dead and I have... no I don’t think there is a reason to.’ He 
looked at Samantha hoping she would give him a reason. 

‘When do you go back?’ 

‘I’ve got a few more days yet. You can’t get rid of me that quickly, you know.’ 

They managed to muster a smile. 

After a long silence he asked her softly, ‘Where are you living?’ 

She did not answer immediately. Then with hesitation she said, ‘nearby... with 
my husband.’ 

He felt a sudden pain, as if someone had just twisted a knife through his heart. He 
did his best to hide his feelings. 

‘Is it...’ 

‘No, it’s not Tom,’ she interjected. 

‘Oh, anyone I know?’ 

She shook her head. ‘You might do.’ After some hesitation, ‘his name is Clive 
Wedgewood,’ she said with no delight in her voice. 

‘Not the Clive Wedgewood?’ Ed asked eagerly as he waited for her confirmation. 
Clive Wedgewood was a well-known 52-year-old British plastic surgeon who was 
highly renowned for his ability to perform microsurgical reconstruction for the head, 
neck, skin and breasts. He had expert knowledge in Breast Augmentation, Breast 
Reduction and Face Lift, and a specialist interest in dual plane Breast Augmentation 
and Fat Grafting. 

She pulled down her hat as if to conceal the expression on her face. When she did 
neither confirm nor deny, he was shocked and came to his own conclusion. ‘He is 
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more than twice your age, for God’s sake!’ he lashed out with some anger in his 
voice. As if, if it was someone younger he would have been happy for her. He knew 
that her parents wanted her to marry someone important, but for a young woman like 
her to be saddled with an old man was a complete farce, he thought. 

‘Are you happy?’ 

It was obvious that he did not approve of her choice. Yes, her husband was much 
older than she was, but he adored her and she felt safe with him. But more importantly 
she felt she could trust him never to cheat on her. He was nothing but kind, loving and 
very generous towards her. He was not the flame and passion she had enjoyed with 
Ed... he wasn’t the face that had occupied her dreams... or the name she had called 
whenever she had woken up in the middle of the night following a bad nightmare, but 
she didn’t have to lie in bed wondering which woman her husband was cheating with. 
Her parents would have preferred her to have chosen someone younger but they were 
happy, because they knew their daughter would be well provided for whilst Clive was 
alive as well as after his death. 

She didn’t really want to answer Ed’s question. Suddenly she lashed out, ‘I don’t 
have to suffer the humiliation of people telling me my husband is bedding other 
women behind my back. That means a lot to me!’ She sounded quite angry. 

“You talk as if you didn’t do the same behind my back?’ he said, trying hard to 
keep calm. 

‘No you are wrong, Ed. I have never cheated on you,’ she said most emphatically. 
“What you saw was not what it looked like at all. I just wanted you to have a taste of 
what it felt like to be humiliated and watch how you would react to see your so called 
precious woman with another man.’ 

“You mean it was an act... and you were only pretending that you were making 
love with my best friend?’ 

“Yes. I was just pretending, Ed.’ she said and burst out crying. 

Ed tried to put his arm around her to comfort her, but she would have none of it 
and pushed him away. ‘Look, I must go,’ and she got out of the church as quickly as 
she could. 

‘Don’t go like this, please,’ Ed said and went after her. 

As she was walking away from Ed, she felt better that she had finally managed to 
tell him the truth that he had never wanted to hear. Ed caught up with her and 
succeeded in persuading her to share a cup of coffee with him. He took her to the café 
they used to go to when they were together and went to sit down on the same table 
they had sat at many a time. As they were entering the café, Samantha noticed Ed 
dragging his left foot. 

No sooner had they sat down when she asked, ‘What’s wrong with your left foot?’ 

‘A sniper shot me. Lucky for me he was a lousy shooter,’ he grinned. ‘The bullet 
went through my left foot.’ 

‘And you are left with this infirmity?’ 

He nodded. 

‘How come the army hasn’t discharge you on medical grounds?’ 

‘They have.’ 

‘I thought you said you were on leave?’ 

‘Tam... permanently!’ 


Samantha shook her head. He never could tell the truth, she recalled. Despite all 
of his faults, had he asked her to run away with him again, she would have given it a 
serious thought, even though it had taken her a long time to accept that her marriage 


with him had failed and had taken her longer to nurse her pain. After her divorce had 
come through, it was an emotional roller coaster ride which she’d traveled alone. It 
was hard for her to swallow her pride vis-a-vis her parents and to adjust to being 
single again, as well as living “out of the habit” of being married, especially after the 
way she’d gone about it. But now that she had found a home and security with Clive, 
she surely couldn't throw it all away, for him? He was damaged goods and she knew 
it. The further away she kept from him, the better it would be for her. To travel the 
same thorny road with him for the second time would have been plain foolishness in 
deed. 


She moved her hand to touch his, and then his lips, which immediately brought 
memories of the first time they had kissed. He opened his mouth gently allowing her 
to insert her finger inside. He bent across the table to kiss her, but she pulled back, 
shaking her head. 


‘I love you, Samantha... you have always been the one for me...’ his eyes filled 
with passion, but not the passion of desire she knew so well, but of wanting to care for 
her the way he should have. 


Samantha looked him straight in the eyes. ‘You were my first love, and you 
always will be, Ed,’ she said softly. Taking a deep breath she added, ‘I forgive you for 
having failed me, but you need not beat yourself over the head. No one else, including 
my husband, can ever have the part of me I gave to you. So treasure it as an eternal 
gift from me.’ 


‘Can’t we see each other again?’ 


Despite the look of agony on his face, she shook her head. ‘No Ed, I’m married to 
someone else now.’ 


She didn’t love Clive as she had once loved Ed, but she respected him, which was 
more than Ed ever did. Ed was good at providing the excitement and vicious passion 
in the bedroom. She couldn’t fault him on that score, but there does come a time in a 
woman’s life when she needs more than that. 

Samantha got up. “Good bye, Ed. Take care of your leg,’ she said with a mixed 
feeling of sadness and triumph and walked out of the café leaving Ed sitting there, 
looking quite disappointed and solemn. 

All he wanted was to have his life back with her. æ 
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CHAPTER 6 
OO0 


As Samantha made her way home, she couldn’t believe that her wish had finally come 
true. For five long years she had been coming to this church as often as she could. 
Each time after spending time praying, she had lit five candles. Two for her parents, 
one for her daughter, one for husband Clive and the final one for Ed, the man she had 
loved from the very moment she’d set eyes on him. 

She couldn’t live with the thought of never seeing him again. She so much needed 
to tell him what he thought he saw was staged to make him experience first-hand what 
it felt like to believe you were someone unique and then to discover that was not the 
case. She had prayed and prayed for the chance to put the record straight and now that 
she had, she was content. 

Five years ago, after her divorce with Ed had come through, and she had lost her 
home to him, not only was she homeless, she had very little money saved. She’d 
moved back with her parents where she’d stayed whilst looking for a suitable place to 
rent. She was looking for a studio on the high street where she could use the 
downstairs area as her beauty saloon and the second floor as her living quarters. Clive 
Wedgewood, who happened to have exactly what she wanted, came to her rescue. 
He’d let her have the use of the building, for as long as she needed, for free. Being in 
the medical profession he knew of her father and he was glad to be able to assist. 
Samantha had insisted that she at least contribute something, but he would hear none 
of it. 

Gradually they got more and more acquainted, but he’d always behaved like a true 
gentleman. Being a beautician, Samantha knew how to keep healthy and looking 
good. Despite her busy schedule she found time to do daily exercises at home and 
once a week she went to her local gym to workout. Each time Clive had met her he 
never failed to comment on how great she looked. One evening she’d accompanied 
him to a conference and gradually they were having lunch together on a regular basis. 
He never over stepped the mark. He was always nice to her and showed her lots of 
respect. He protected her and she found he was a safe pair of hands. One day during 
lunch when he’d asked her to marry him, after the initial shock, she immediately 
thought of what had happened between her and Ed, and she didn’t want history to 
repeat itself, but she was also frightened to say no and risk losing his support. 
However, she felt she had to be truthful to him. She hated it when people had been 
dishonest with her and she was determined to continue doing unto others as she would 
like them to do unto her. 

‘I like you very much Clive and you have been good to me, for which I’m very 
grateful but I am not...err... am not...’ she was having difficulty getting the words 
out. 

‘You’re not in love with me, is that it?’ 
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She was frightened to say yes. She just looked at him with a blank face. 

‘For me it is enough that you like me, if the rest follows, which I hope it will one 
day, then all well and good.’ 

He could see how nervous she looked, but he was certain she was not scared of 
him. 

‘If you feel you can never love me, I understand. All I ask of you is to give me an 
heir.’ 

‘I... I don’t know what to say...’ 

‘How about yes?’ He immediately took her left hand in his and kissed the back of 
It. 

With his eyes meeting hers, he’d promised she would never have reason to regret 
it, or cause to be unhappy. 

Samantha liked children. For a while she’d worked in a nursery school and her 
dream was always to have a few of her own. She’d shared that dream with Ed when 
they were together in Venice, but when her marriage with him had started to fail, 
she’d made the sensible decision of not getting pregnant by making sure of always 
taking her contraceptive pills which as far as she was concerned did the trick. But 
what if I marry Clive and fail to give him a child? She thought. What would he then 
do? Divorce me or cheat on me? She couldn’t bear the thought of either. 

Having already suffered the humiliation of being cheated upon and gone through 
one divorce, she didn’t want to endure yet again the pains associated with it. 

Clive had never asked Samantha why her marriage to Ed had failed. Neither did 
he feel that was his business. After all he himself had been married twice before and 
he’d never been too ready to share that fact with others. He knew too well that it takes 
two to make a success of a marriage. Both of his marriages had ended in divorce 
because being professional women valued their careers more than having babies. But 
Samantha appeared to be different. Although he knew Samantha came from a good 
home, a respectable family and he had always been impressed with the way she had 
conducted herself. They hadn’t ever kissed each other. He was a man of high 
principles and action. Action speaks louder than words were his philosophy and he 
knew he had showed how much he cared for her. At no time had he ever said to her 
that he loved her. Maybe she needs to hear that, he thought. 

‘I love you Samantha,’ he whispered and quickly added, ‘please tell me you will 
marry me?’ 

She took a deep breath and then said, ‘I’ll give you a child, but as for marriage, we 
can talk about it afterwards.’ 

This was not the answer he had expected, or even wanted to hear. He was a man 
with conservative values. He did not want a bastard for a child. For her to have even 
suggested that option did not ring well with him. This got him thinking. 

‘Level with me Samantha. What are you afraid of?’ 

Samantha felt obliged to answer. ‘What if I marry you and then I can’t give you a 
child?’ 

“Whatever on earth makes you think that?’ 

‘Well, sometimes couples can’t have children, for example due to medical 
reasons.’ 

‘Do you have a medical reason?’ 

‘Erm...not that I know of,’ she said tentatively. ‘What about you?’ 

‘Not that I know of... we could put ourselves forward for a medical. Are you up 
for it?’ 

She nodded without hesitation. 
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‘And if the medical test comes back clear, will you then marry me?’ 

She leant across the table and planted a kiss on his lips. 

‘If this is a yes, then I want to hear you say it.’ 

“Yes, yes, yes,’ she said with a cute smile, provoking the couple sitting on the 
table near to them to smile. 

After a visit to their General Practitioner (GP), they were married by Father 
Bauer in their local church, with only a few guests present. 
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After their honeymoon in the Maldives, Samantha started life with husband 
number two. She was happy that her parents had not objected and her relationship 
with them remained solid. She had moved into his house which his servants kept 
immaculate at all times. It was quite a huge Georgian house, tucked away in the 
countryside near Bearsted. 

Miriam, who had worked for Clive Wedgewood for many years, had to take 
orders from his two previous wives and that she now had to listen to a much younger 
mistress of the house this displeased her. During the period when Clive was living 
alone, she did almost as she pleased since her master was not a difficult person to 
please. She was determined that if the new mistress should give her any grief, she 
wasn’t going to play ball. She herself was married once for ten years until her 
husband had run off with a young woman, mainly because she was too fixed in her 
ways. Her way of doing things was always the right and the only way as far as she 
was concerned. Since Clive had left all the domestic tasks in her capable hands and 
had never interfered, she was for all intents and purposes the mistress of the house and 
all of the other servants did as she said. Now that Samantha had arrived, she had to 
fall back into her role of being head servant which did not amuse her at all. 

When Samantha had discovered that she wasn’t being taken seriously by the 
servants, particularly by Miriam, she got upset and told Clive about it. To keep his 
bride happy, he’d promptly addressed the issue with Miriam, which pleased Samantha 
enormously. 

Clive had continued to spoil his wife by taking her out to dinner in expensive 
restaurants and even took her to important social events with him when he was not 
holding his own at home. Getting her out of the house gave him the perfect excuse to 
buy her new dresses or something expensive to wear like a new pair of earrings, or a 
platinum bracelet or even a necklace made of a rare gemstone like diamond, pearl or 
ruby. 

After her marriage with Clive, Samantha couldn’t wait to get pregnant and give 
Clive the child he’d desperately wanted. When six months had passed and they were 
still trying, they got worried causing Samantha to pay a visit to her doctor. After 
running a few tests on her, Doctor McVeigh couldn’t find any reason that would stop 
her getting pregnant. 

‘I think you need to tell your husband to come and see me,’ Doctor McVeigh said. 

‘Do you think there is something wrong with him?’ 

‘I hope not, Mrs. Wedgewood... I hope not.’ He shook his head. 

‘Giving my husband a child is very important.’ 

‘I’m pretty sure there is a simple explanation, so don’t worry,’ he tried to reassure 
her. ‘At least not yet,’ he added with a sympathetic grin. 

As Samantha had got up to leave, Dr. McVeigh said, ‘Oh do come with him 
please.’ 
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‘Will do.’ 
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In a way she was reassured that the problem didn’t appear to rest with her, but 
nevertheless she was worried for both of them. Three days later, both Clive and 
Samantha were in Doctor McVeigh’s surgery. Also present was Dr H. Jones, a 
gynaecologist with a special interest in assisting couples experiencing problems 
conceiving. 

‘Dr. Jones and I have gone through both of your medical records,’ Dr. 
McVeigh said, ‘and we were unable to find out what is stopping you two having a 
child. However, we think the problem more likely rest with you, Dr. Wedgewood.’ 

Clive Wedgewood look surprised. 

After exchanging additional information, Dr. Jones said, ‘We have a new wonder 
drug that has just come out that might help and we were wondering if you would be 
willing to give it a try.’ 

‘Oh yes I am familiar with it,’ Clive said. 

Himself being in the medical field, Clive had read about this new drug in the 
Lancet but he’d never thought that it could be of any use to him. He was too familiar 
with the potential side effects, but he was so desperate to father a child, that he was 
willing to try anything. 

Months went by and there was no sign that the miracle drug was working, which 
made them increasingly worried. Samantha’s fear of what would happen if there was 
no baby was weighing heavily on her mind to the point that she’d developed an 
intense headache, which would intermittently affect her wellbeing. She would 
frequently take herself to her bedroom and cry her heart out. As someone who was 
always happy, she had become the complete opposite. God just doesn’t want me to be 
happy; the servants had heard Samantha say. 

Her hysterics had continued almost on a daily basis. She would shout at the 
servants for no particular reason and Miriam was on the verge of handing in her 
resignation. This was when Samantha had started to go to church. 

Both Dr. Jones and Dr. McVeigh had paid them visits at home and reassured them 
that the wonder drug would work. It was just a matter of time and they needed to be 
patient. 

And they were right. A few weeks later, Samantha woke up one morning and 
began to experience morning sickness. She was quick to realise that she was pregnant. 
Just when she had thought it was never going to happen, and was on the brink of 
despair, even to the point of being prepared to offer Clive a divorce should he request 
it, the wonder drug had delivered. Suddenly she was over the moon. Her prayers had 
been answered. Clive was filled with gratitude and excitement. After showering her 
with kisses, he gave her everything she’d wanted and treated her with great care. 

Samantha’s pregnancy went well, and Clive made a point of coming home during 
his lunch time to check on her. Often he’d sat with her and she would place his hand 
on her tummy when the baby moved and they both couldn’t wait for the time to come 
when they could hold it. 

The servants pretended to be happy that their mistress was having a baby, but 
secretly they were not that excited because it meant more work for them. They felt 
relieved when a month before the baby was due, Clive had hired Chantal, a French 
nurse. When she’d unexpectedly arrived, Samantha wasn’t impressed because she 
didn’t have a say in it as she’d wanted to take care of the baby herself. But when she 
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saw how gentle Chantal appeared to be and how helpful it could be to have her 
around, she was glad that she would be able to rest after the birth of the baby. 

Clive had wanted the baby to be born in hospital, so that she could have all the 
medical attention that she may need, but Samantha had insisted on having the baby in 
the comfort of her home as she disliked hospitals. Eventually Clive had conceded and 
made the necessary arrangements. 

After the baby was born, and Clive saw her for the first time, there were tears in 
his eyes. He’d been waiting for a child for a long time and now it had finally arrived 
and she looked beautiful too. At the time, he thought she looked like Samantha whilst 
Samantha had insisted she looked like him. He’d wanted a son, but he was happy to 
settle for a daughter. ‘We can always try again,’ he’d said confidently causing 
Samantha to laugh. Something she hadn’t done for a long time. 
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Having built a new life for her, all she now wanted was to bury the other part of 
her life once and for all. Of course, nothing is ever that simple. Our memories, good 
or bad never just go away because we want them to. The best we manage to do is to 
put them to one side and pretend they don’t exist. 

The minute she was home after having unexpectedly met Ed, she called her 
daughter and Misty, age 4 rushed out of the playroom. Samantha loved her to bits. 
There was nothing she wouldn’t do for her safety and wellbeing. 

Living with Clive, for the past five years, life had sometimes been quite 
demanding as he was always inviting friends home for food and drinks and she was 
expected to make sure that everything was prepared. They would come with their 
wives and enjoy the free booze and delicious selection of food that would be on offer. 
There was one particular morning that stuck in her mind. She was in the kitchen, 
encouraging Misty to eat her breakfast, and as Clive was putting his coat on in 
preparation to go to work, he’d said to Samantha, ‘don’t forget about tonight!’ 

‘Refresh my memory,’ she’d replied sarcastically then quickly added, ‘How many 
are coming?’ 

Clive had yelled at her. ‘I’ve told you that already... eight... the Browns, the 
Johnsons and two other couples you’ve never met.’ 

She hated him for yelling at her, especially in front of the servants and she had 
hated those dinner parties which she’d always wished he would stop doing. Although 
that was the only time he’d showed such anger towards her it was sufficient for her to 
know that he was capable of lashing out if he felt he needed to. 
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CHAPTER 7 
000 


She was in the garden when a phone call came. Miriam took it and immediately called 
Samantha. 

‘Who is it?’ she asked. 

‘He refuses to give his name, ma’am.’ 

She immediately put the fork down, went in the house and took the handset from 
Miriam’s hand. 

‘Hello,’ she said, ‘this is Samantha speaking.’ 

As she heard the caller’s voice she recognised it immediately and saw Miriam was 
still standing there. 

‘Thank you Miriam,’ Samantha said giving her a stern look. She got the message 
and walked away. 

She knew her phone number was not listed. ‘How did you get my number?’ she 
asked feeling crossed. 

‘I bribed the girl at the exchange,’ he replied. 

‘Well you’ve wasted your time. Before I cut you off, please don’t call me again.’ 
She sounded really angry. 

‘Please don’t cut me off; I have something important to tell you.’ 

‘Whatever it is I don’t want to know.’ 

‘I’m not sure about that.’ 

After a short reflection she said, ‘tell me, but make it quick.’ 

‘I’m glad you have decided to hear me. How are you?’ 

‘I’m fine,’ she said dryly. 

“What are you doing?’ 

‘None of your business...erm... I thought you said you had something important 
to tell me?’ 

‘Oh yes, I’ve got to tell it to you in person.’ 

‘No. Say it now on the phone.’ 

‘Not a good idea. One of your servants may be listening.’ 

Samantha knew how nosey Miriam could be and she couldn’t take the chance that 
she may well be listening. “Alright, I am going to church tomorrow, I’ll see you then.’ 

‘I’m afraid, it can’t keep. You need to come now.’ 

Samantha looked at her watch and saw it had just gone two o’clock. ‘Okay PI be 
there in twenty minutes.’ 

‘T’ll be waiting by the entrance door of the church.’ 

The line went dead. 
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Samantha rushed to the house and saw Miriam helping Misty complete a puzzle. 

‘Mum come and help us!’ Misty shouted. 

‘Not now, I need to rush out for a minute, I won’t be long.’ 

After a quick change she left the house, jumped in the car and made her way to 
Maidstone. The traffic was a bit too slow for her liking and she kept looking at her 
watch, fearing that if she didn’t show up soon, Ed might not wait. She knew how 
impatient he could get at times. After all she was married to him for two years, so she 
ought to know. She was approaching a set of traffic lights showing green. She 
increased her speed as she didn’t want them to turn red and delay her further. Just as 
she did so, the light went orange, she ignored it and continued. A minute or two later 
she’d arrived at her destination and found a place to park her car; she inserted a pound 
in the meter, locked the car and walked as quickly as she could towards the church. 
Just as she was waiting to cross the road to get to the church, she saw Ed walking 
away from the church. Ignoring the red sign at the crossing she rushed across, 
narrowly missing being run over by an incoming car. 

‘Ed, wait, I am here!’ she shouted to attract his attention. Ed turned round and 
stopped immediately as he saw her almost running towards him. For a moment he 
thought she was going to throw herself into his arms, but that was wishful thinking on 
his part. Samantha was breathless. 

‘Hey, you look exhausted,’ he said to her as he attempted to put his hands on her 
shoulders, which she had quickly pushed away. 

‘Now tell me whatever is so urgent that you had to drag me over here.’ 

‘Hey, all in good time, let’s go into our favourite café where we can sit down and 
talk quietly.’ 

‘No let’s talk here.’ 

‘Here, in public? Aren’t you frightened that someone could see us together and 
tell your husband?’ 

‘Tell him what, we aren’t doing anything.’ 

“Well maybe now I’m nothing to you, but once upon a time I was everything to 
you.’ 

‘Stop it, will you?’ 

He started to walk towards Garcon’s café, and she felt obliged to follow. 

They took a seat by the window and sat opposite each other. Ed ordered a pot of 
tea and two chocolate cakes. Samantha was getting impatient. Sitting here in the café 
with Ed was something she had done many times before. But she was married to him 
then. Now she had someone new in her life. She was a mother of a beautiful little girl. 
She had no business being here with her ex-husband, neither did she have the desire. 
She just wanted to hear what was so important that he had brought her here to tell her. 

‘Your husband, does he know about me?’ 

‘Know what?’ 

‘That we’re once married.’ 

‘He knows I was married, but not to you.’ 

‘Why didn’t you tell him?’ 

‘My husband doesn’t like to pry. He was content to know that I was free and 
available when we met.’ 

‘Free and available,’ he echoed. ‘You make it sound dirty.’ 

‘Look if you have something important to tell me then get on with it, otherwise 
I’m going.’ 

Samantha was seeing a side of Ed that she’d never seen before and she was 
beginning to feel uncomfortable. 
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‘Did you tell him you saw me the other day?’ 

‘No.’ 

He wondered why not. What kind of marriage could they have if she told him 
nothing? He must have been curious of her past? Any man would before entering into 
a marital relationship with a divorcee. Given the age difference which he knew existed 
between his ex-wife and Clive, perhaps it was a marriage of convenience, he thought. 

His eyes were hostile and her face flustered. She seemed ready to slap him on the 
face and walk away. 

‘I know you don’t love your husband,’ he said knowing that he was being rude 
and presumptuous but he wanted to gauge her reaction. 

‘How dare you,’ she said and raised her hand to slap him on the face, but as he 
had expected that, he was prepared and managed to avoid her doing so. 

But it was true. She liked Clive, she respected him, she admired him and even 
owed him, but loving him she’d never told him that. After having loved Ed so deeply 
and suffered so much pain because of it, she no longer had the courage or confidence 
to love again. 

‘I saw your little girl.’ 

“You did, where?’ 

‘I came past your house and saw her playing in your garden with a woman, one of 
your servants I believe... she is very pretty and looks just like you when you were 
little.’ 

‘Really? How would you know?’ 

He pulled his wallet out of his pocket and showed Samantha a picture of her when 
she was little. She glanced at it with nostalgia. 

‘Do you remember when you gave it to me?’ 

She nodded. ‘Yes.’ 

‘T still carry it...Samantha...you’ve a life now, but once we had a life together.’ 

They stared at each other. 

He stooped forward. ‘I should never have left you the way I did. I should have 
stopped and listened to you that night when you were trying to explain the situation.’ 

She sat back, folding her arms across her chest and continued to gaze deep into his 
eyes, silently agreeing with what he was saying. Suddenly, she didn’t want to hear 
anymore. She glanced at her watch and then back at Ed. 

‘I’m going.’ 

“Why? You haven’t heard what I’ve got to tell you... I want you to come home 
with me.’ He looked like he was serious. 

“You haven’t changed. Just because you managed to convince me to elope with 
you once, now you think you can do it again. Wrong, wrong, wrong.’ 

Secretly though, if she was being truthful to herself, she was just as capable of 
doing it again. All Ed had to do was to find the right button to press and he was trying 
his hardest. He knew he’d succeeded once before in persuading her to run away with 
him and he was convinced he could do it again. 

She picked up her purse and her car keys which she had earlier placed on the 
table, and stood up ready to leave. 

Ed stood up too. ‘Noooo, I am sorry.” He moved his face closer to her, ‘I’ve 
always loved you and I love you now,’ and attempted to kiss her, but she somehow 
resisted his temptation and pulled her face back slightly. Her heart was pushing her 
closer to him, but her mind was pulling her away. 

Maintaining his closeness to her he said, ‘I don’t think I'll have another chance to 
tell you...’ 
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‘No, I must go,’ and moved away from the table. 

‘But you haven’t had your tea and cake, yet?’ 

“You have it.’ 

‘I want to see you again,’ Ed said. 

She sighed, and looked straight at him. ‘Ed, leave me alone please.’ 

‘That’s it, I can’t. Next time I'll come by your door.’ 

‘Don’t you dare,’ she said in a threatening voice and walked out leaving Ed 
standing there. 

‘TIl be seeing you,’ Ed said aloud as he watched her leave, causing those in the 
café to stare. 

After five years, here he was just as obsessed with her as he had been the first time 
he saw her in her bikini by the swimming pool in Venice. He just could not leave her 
alone. 

As Samantha was arguing with Ed in the café, unknown to her, Jim—a friend of 
her husband—had seen her. He had always been of the view that his friend Clive was 
too old for such a beautiful young woman like Samantha. One could even say he was 
somewhat jealous. He wondered how his friend would react when he told him what he 
had seen. 

When Samantha got to her car she found it was clamped. She realised she had 
failed to put enough money in the parking meter. After calling the company that 
impounded her car and paid them a fixed fee, she was able to drive herself home. All 
the way home she could hear Ed’s voice telling her next time I’ll come by your door. 
The thought of him doing that petrified her. She could see he still loved her and 
wanted her, but she didn’t want him to. She had Clive and a beautiful daughter, Misty, 
that was her life now. Ed coming back into her life bringing back old memories, 
opening old wounds and stirring trouble was the last thing she needed or wanted. She 
cast her mind back trying hard to recall if she had encouraged him in anyway. Maybe 
she should not have told him the truth about staging the bed scene with Tom, she 
thought. As long as Ed had believed his wife had been unfaithful to him, he wouldn’t 
have wanted her back and now he seemed to be fixated on her and she dreaded his 
next move. 2 
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CHAPTER 8 
0o00 


The World Cup season was coming to an end. England was playing Italy in the semi- 
final. Clive had invited his friend Jim home and whilst sipping their whiskey and 
eating salted peanuts they were watching the match together, on his 52” flat screen 
TV. 

‘Where is that beautiful wife of yours Clive?’ Just as he said that Samantha 
entered the room. 

‘Here she is,’ said Clive. 

Jim looked behind him and saw Samantha. She looked incredibly gorgeous in her 
skin-tight white trousers and top, like as if she was going horse riding. 

‘Oh, hello Mrs. Wedgewood, please to meet you.’ 

As she looked at him she got the strange feeling that she’d seen his face before but 
couldn’t quite remember where. ‘Please to meet you too Mr...’ 


‘Jimmy, Jimmy Carter, ma’am.’ 

‘Please to meet you Mr. Carter.’ 

‘Dr. Carter actually, but you can call me Jimmy.’ 

‘My apologies... err... have we met somewhere, Jimmy, because your face looks 
familiar somehow?’ 

‘I don’t think so, ma’am.’ 

She turned to her husband and said, ‘Misty and I are going for a walk in the park. 
Can I get you two, anything before I go?’ 

‘No. We are okay. If we should need anything, I'll call Miriam,’ Clive said. 

“You do that. We won’t be long.’ 

She gave Clive a kiss and left the room. As she was walking away, Jimmy could 
not take his eyes off of her and Clive couldn’t help notice him undressing his wife. 

“You are a very lucky man, Clive.’ 

‘I know and if I so much as catch a man trying to take her away from me I’d 
scalpel his heart out.’ 

‘Then you’d better sharpen your scalpel, my friend.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘I think you should keep a closer eye on her.’ 

‘If you have something to say then spit it out.’ 

‘Okay, as you wish. I saw your wife arguing with a young man. That’s where I 
think she might have seen me.’ 

“Where did that happen?’ 

‘At Garcon café, in Maidstone.’ 
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‘When was that?’ 

‘Last Monday, I believe.’ 

‘That’s the day Miriam told me Samantha left the house and went out in a hurry. 
Do you know who that man was?’ 

‘I can’t say I do. But I know someone who can.’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Randy Swift. Wait, I’ve got his number.’ He immediately pulled out his I-phone, 
swiped it and accessed the address book. ‘Here.’ He showed Clive the phone number 
and said, ‘give him a call; he is a private investigator, a good one too.’ 

As he was writing the number down, there was a loud voice coming from the TV. 
It was that of the commentator: 

‘Owen!’ he screamed, ‘Oh goodness me... what a slick... I told 
you not to write them off.’ 


England had scored a goal against Italy. They were one goal up 
and the English fans were having a fit. 


‘What a strike... I just don’t know what else could happen in this 
game now given that there is only two minutes left for the match 
to end...’ 


Clive was a great supporter of England, but at that moment he couldn’t bring 
himself to rejoice, he had something more important that had come up which needed 
his undivided attention. He knew Samantha had never promised him anything except 
to give him a child, but having agreed to marry him, the least he’d expected was 
fidelity. The thought that his young wife may be cheating on him troubled him. 

‘Listen Jimmy, I’ve something I need to do.’ 

‘Come on relax, let’s have a few more drinks and celebrate the win.’ 

‘No, I think we have had enough for today.’ 

Jimmy could see his friend wanted him to go. ‘I think you’re right. Okay, I'll go, 
and let you get on with whatever you need to do.’ 

‘Great. P’Il see you, and thank you for your understanding.’ 

‘No problem.’ 

Jimmy knew his friend Clive was bothered with what he had told him and felt 
maybe he shouldn’t have said anything. Then he rationalised it by convincing himself 
that as a good friend that was his duty, and he had done his duty. 
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When Samantha came back from the park, he noticed his daughter limping. 

‘What happened, darling?’ he squatted in front of Misty to address her. 

‘I fell. I wasn’t doing anything wrong dad. I just slipped and fell and a man kissed 
my knee and made the pain go away.’ 

‘What man?’ Clive asked his daughter and immediately turned his gaze to his 
wife. 

‘Oh someone who was at the park,’ Samantha answered. 

‘Where were you?’ he asked his wife. 

‘Mummy was sitting on the bench and they were talking to each other,’ Misty 
answered instead. 

He frowned as he gave his wife a look, then lifted his daughter and took her to her 
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room. 

When Samantha had agreed to marry Clive, he had offered to protect and take 
care of her for as long as he lived, and although she’d never pretended to love him, 
she knew he did. But it was his kindness, thoughtfulness and protection that she 
valued. Even though deep inside, beneath all the facade, she still carried a torch for Ed 
and probably always would, there was no way she would bring herself to deceive her 
husband, it wasn’t in her nature, but sometimes a woman does crazy things without 
intending to. Yet something inside her was pulling her towards Ed, like a magnet. 

On the other hand, Ed had no intention of restraining himself from chasing after 
her. He was determined to do what he felt he had to do to get her to come back to him. 
Seeing that Samantha was a mother with a child did not deter him. Such was the 
extent of his selfishness and perverseness. Everything had always been about him and 
his needs. As long as he got what he wanted it didn’t matter whose life he wrecked. 
For him the world owed him a living. As far as he was concerned happiness was 
invented just for him and he was going to go to any length to obtain it. 

That night Clive had told his wife he had to put the finishing touch on a 
conference paper he had been writing and disappeared to his study. Samantha had 
dinner in her room and tried to read a book, but couldn’t concentrate, no matter how 
hard she tried. Her mind was elsewhere. 

All through the night, memories of her time with Ed kept intruding on her... Ed in 
Venice when he was so young, so wild... them on the gondolas, laughing and teasing 
each other... hand-in-hand walking through the narrow streets of Venice... she laid 
her head down, fighting hard to banish the memories, until she final broke into tears. 
After she had cried her heart out, she composed herself. After changing into her 
nightwear, she tiptoed silently into Misty’s room and watched her sleeping. She bent 
down and kissed her forehead, and then tiptoed back towards her bedroom. As she 
was doing so she peeped into the study and saw Clive with his back towards her. He 
appeared deeply involved in what he was doing. Dressed in a full length satin nightie, 
she stood there for a brief moment and when she finally got to her room she slept 
alone. She was tempted to call Ed, but she managed to maintain self-control. She 
owed Clive too much; to deceive him would be simply cruel. What she had with Ed 
was in the past and that was where it should be left to stay. 

The next morning, Samantha appeared in the dining room for breakfast and saw 
Clive was already seated at the table finishing his omelette that Miriam had prepared 
and reading the morning newspaper. 

‘Good morning dear,’ she said to her husband as she entered the room. 

‘Good morning,’ Clive replied. ‘Did you sleep well?’ 

‘Yes,’ she replied, knowing that she wasn’t being truthful and took a seat next to 
him. How could she tell her husband that she had spent most of the night thinking 
about her wonderful days with Ed? 

Knowing fully well that he didn’t come to her bed she asked, ‘Where did you 
sleep last night?’ 

‘I didn’t.’ 

‘Oh!’ She poured some cornflakes in the bowl she had in front of her. ‘Could you 
pass me the milk please?’ 

Clive slid the jug towards her. While pouring some milk on her cornflakes, 
Miriam entered the room. 

‘Good morning ma’am.’ 

‘Good morning, Miriam.’ 

What would you like for breakfast today?’ 


‘What my husband is having, or had,’ she said with a small grin on her face and 
got started on her cereal. 

Turning to her husband, ‘Are you going to be home early today?’ 

‘Actually I’m going to a conference in Harrogate, Yorkshire. Afterwards I will be 
having a few drinks with some of my friends. Provided I’m not over the limit, I will 
make my way home; otherwise I’ll spend the night in a hotel and drive back home the 
next day.’ 

‘This means that I may have to spend another night alone,’ she appeared to 
complain and didn’t appear to like the prospect of that. 

‘T’m sorry about that... you could come with me if you like?’ 

‘What? to listen to lengthy lectures? No thanks.’ 

Clive expected that answer, because Samantha had never shown an interest in 
medical conferences. She found them boring. He was glad she had turned his offer 
down because he knew he would have no time for her there, and she would only be a 
burden. Thinking back to what his friend Jimmy had told him, which was troubling 
him, perhaps if he gave her the rope she would hang herself. 

‘When I come back from the conference I’m going to take four weeks leave. We 
can take a mini trip round the world, just the two of us. We can fly to five countries, 
starting with Los Angeles where we can stay in one of the best hotels in the Avenue 
of the Stars, like the International hotel, visit the Hollywood Studio, Beverley Hills, 
Paul Gaiety museum and sample some delicious American dishes...’ 

‘That sounds like wonderful fun.’ 

‘From there we can fly to Oakland, New Zealand, mix with the Kiwi people and 
see some of the wonders of the land. We might even go and see my cousin who lives 
there, that would be marvellous as I haven’t seen him in years.’ 

‘Td like to meet your cousin too.’ 

‘Our next stop could be Sydney, Australia where we can go and dine in the 
famous Sydney Opera house. With a bit of luck we might even get to taste the 
Kangaroo meat.’ 

‘Oh, yuck.’ 

‘Well, perhaps not then... on our way back we can fly to Bangkok, Thailand 
where we can visit the Grand Palace which I’ve heard is very beautiful and the major 
Buddhist temples and possibly take a boat trip on the Chao Phrara and Thanburi 
canals which I am told offer great views of some of the city’s traditional architecture 
and ways of life on the waterfront. To complete our trip before returning home we can 
fly to Hong Kong and taste their cuisine and admire the many high skyscrapers.’ 

‘That would be really great; I have always wanted to visit Hong Kong.’ Samantha 
looked very happy. 

‘That’s settled then,’ Clive said. 

A brief silence followed. 

‘So, how do you plan to spend your day?’ 

‘Maybe I’ll take Misty to the park.’ 

‘The same park you went to yesterday?’ 

She lifted her head to look at him. ‘Ah ha... err... you don’t mind, do you?’ 

‘No. Why should I?’ 

“Why indeed!’ 

‘Except that it doesn’t look like it is a safe place, given what had happened to 
Misty yesterday.’ 

‘For God sake, she just fell, Clive,’ she replied, sounding slightly angry, perhaps 
even feeling a little bit guilty. ‘Sometimes things like that happen with a child, and 


she is just that. 

‘You're right.” To keep thing cool he decided to agree with her. He was going to 
ask her if she knew the man her daughter had said she was talking to when the 
accident had happened, and then changed his mind. 

“How is her knee?’ 

‘It’s fine. She barely sustained a bruise.’ 

At that point Miriam came in carrying a plate in her hand. ‘Your omelette, 
ma’am,”’ she said. 

‘That smells lovely, thank you.’ 

Samantha led a very sheltered life. Besides going to church and visiting her 
parents on Sundays, she seldom went out or had lunch with friends. This business of 
taking Misty to the park had only started recently, since Ed had come back from Iraq, 
in fact. 

‘Err... your friend... what’s his name again?’ 

“Who? Oh, you mean the one who was here yesterday?’ 

She nodded. ‘Yes.’ 

‘Jimmy.’ 

‘That’s right, I’m sure I’ve seen him somewhere... Have you known him long?’ 

‘For a while... erm... after you had left he said he had seen you in a café 
somewhere in Maidstone. At Garcon, I believe he said?’ 

‘Did he? He must have been mistaken.’ 

‘Or could it be that’s where you might have seen him.’ 

‘I don’t know a café called Garcon.’ Although she appeared to be lying, she was 
not. When she used to go to that café with Ed, it was owned by an Italian family and it 
was called Nero. 

‘Anyway, I must go.’ He wiped his mouth with the napkin and threw it on the 
table, got up, kissed his wife on the forehead and left, leaving her to finish her 
breakfast alone. 


‘Jim, Jim Riley, ma’am.’ 

‘Please to meet you Mr. Riley.’ 

‘Dr. Riley actually, but you can call me Jimmy.’ 

‘My apologies... err... have we met somewhere, Jimmy, because your face looks 
familiar somehow?’ 

‘I don’t think so, ma’am.’ 

She turned to her husband and said, ‘Misty and I are going for a walk in the park. 
Can I get you two, anything before I go?’ 

‘No. We are okay. If we should need anything, I'll call Miriam,’ Clive said. 

“You do that. We won’t be long.’ 

She gave Clive a kiss and left the room. As she was walking away, Jimmy could 
not take his eyes off of her and Clive couldn’t help notice him undressing his wife. 

“You are a very lucky man, Clive.’ 

‘I know and if I so much as catch a man trying to take her away from me I’d 
scalpel his heart out.’ 

‘Then you’d better sharpen your scalpel, my friend.’ 

“What do you mean?’ 

‘I think you should keep a closer eye on her.’ 

‘If you have something to say then spit it out.’ 

‘Okay, as you wish. I saw your wife arguing with a young man. That’s where I 
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think she might have seen me.’ 

‘Where did that happen?’ 

‘At Garcon café, in Maidstone.’ 

“When was that?’ 

‘Last Monday, I believe.’ 

‘That’s the day Miriam told me Samantha left the house and went out in a hurry. 
Do you know who that man was?’ 

‘I can’t say I do. But I know someone who can.’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Randy Swift. Wait, I’ve got his number.’ He immediately pulled out his I-phone, 
swiped it and accessed the address book. ‘Here.’ He showed Clive the phone number 
and said, ‘give him a call; he is a private investigator, a good one too.’ 

As he was writing the number down, there was a loud voice coming from the TV. 
It was that of the commentator: 

‘Owen!’ he screamed, ‘Oh goodness me... what a slick... I told 
you not to write them off.’ 


England had scored a goal against Italy. They were one goal up 
and the English fans were having a fit. 


‘What a strike... I just don’t know what else could happen in this 
game now given that there is only two minutes left for the match 
to end...’ 


Clive was a great supporter of England, but at that moment, he couldn’t bring 
himself to rejoice, he had something more important that had come up which needed 
his undivided attention. He knew Samantha had never promised him anything except 
to give him a child, but having agreed to marry him, the least he’d expected was 
fidelity. The thought that his young wife may be cheating on him troubled him. 

‘Listen Jimmy, I’ve something I need to do.’ 

‘Come on relax, let’s have a few more drinks and celebrate the win.’ 

‘No, I think we have had enough for today.’ 

Jimmy could see his friend wanted him to go. ‘I think you’re right. Okay, I'll go, 
and let you get on with whatever you need to do.’ 

‘Great. Il see you, and thank you for your understanding.’ 

‘No problem.’ 

Jimmy knew his friend Clive was bothered with what he had told him and felt 
maybe he shouldn’t have said anything. Then he rationalised it by convincing himself 
that as a good friend, that was his duty, and he had done his duty. 
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When Samantha came back from the park, he noticed his daughter limping. 

‘What happened, darling?’ he squatted in front of Misty to address her. 

‘I fell. I wasn’t doing anything wrong dad. I just slipped and fell and a man kissed 
my knee and made the pain go away.’ 

‘What man?’ Clive asked his daughter and immediately turned his gaze to his 
wife. 

‘Oh someone who was at the park,’ Samantha answered. 

‘Where were you?’ he asked his wife. 
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‘Mummy was sitting on the bench and they were talking to each other,’ Misty 
answered instead. 

He frowned as he gave his wife a look, then lifted his daughter and took her to her 
room. 

When Samantha had agreed to marry Clive, he had offered to protect and take 
care of her for as long as he lived, and although she’d never pretended to love him, 
she knew he did. But it was his kindness, thoughtfulness and protection that she 
valued. Even though deep inside, beneath all the façade, she still carried a torch for Ed 
and probably always would, there was no way she would bring herself to deceive her 
husband, it wasn’t in her nature, but sometimes a woman does crazy things without 
intending to. Yet something inside her was pulling her towards Ed, like a magnet. 

On the other hand, Ed had no intention of restraining himself from chasing after 
her. He was determined to do what he felt he had to do to get her to come back to him. 
Seeing that Samantha was a mother with a child did not deter him. Such was the 
extent of his selfishness and perverseness. Everything had always been about him and 
his needs. As long as he got what he wanted it didn’t matter whose life he wrecked. 
For him the world owed him a living. As far as he was concerned, happiness was 
invented just for him and he was going to go to any length to obtain it. 

That night Clive had told his wife he had to put the finishing touch on a 
conference paper he had been writing and disappeared to his study. Samantha had 
dinner in her room and tried to read a book, but couldn’t concentrate, no matter how 
hard she tried. Her mind was elsewhere. 

All through the night, memories of her time with Ed kept intruding on her... Ed in 
Venice when he was so young, so wild... them on the gondolas, laughing and teasing 
each other... hand-in-hand walking through the narrow streets of Venice... she laid 
her head down, fighting hard to banish the memories, until she final broke into tears. 
After she had cried her heart out, she composed herself. After changing into her 
nightwear, she tiptoed silently into Misty’s room and watched her sleeping. She bent 
down and kissed her forehead, and then tiptoed back towards her bedroom. As she 
was doing so, she peeped into the study and saw Clive with his back towards her. He 
appeared deeply involved in what he was doing. Dressed in a full-length satin nightie, 
she stood there for a brief moment and when she finally got to her room she slept 
alone. She was tempted to call Ed, but she managed to maintain self-control. She 
owed Clive too much; to deceive him would be simply cruel. What she had with Ed 
was in the past and that’s where it should be left to stay. 

The next morning, Samantha appeared in the dining room for breakfast and saw 
Clive was already seated at the table finishing his omelette that Miriam had prepared 
and reading the morning newspaper. 

‘Good morning dear,’ she said to her husband as she entered the room. 

‘Good morning,’ Clive replied. ‘Did you sleep well?’ 

‘Yes,’ she replied, knowing that she wasn’t being truthful and took a seat next to 
him. How could she tell her husband that she had spent most of the night thinking 
about her wonderful days with Ed? 

Knowing fully well that he didn’t come to her bed she asked, ‘Where did you 
sleep last night?’ 

‘I didn’t.’ 

‘Oh!’ She poured some cornflakes in the bowl she had in front of her. ‘Could you 
pass me the milk please?’ 

Clive slid the jug towards her. While pouring some milk on her cornflakes, 
Miriam entered the room. 
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‘Good morning ma’am.’ 

‘Good morning, Miriam.’ 

What would you like for breakfast today?’ 

‘What my husband is having, or had,’ she said with a small grin on her face and 
got started on her cereal. 

Turning to her husband, ‘Are you going to be home early today?’ 

‘Actually I’m going to a conference in Harrogate, Yorkshire. Afterwards I will be 
having a few drinks with some of my friends. Provided I’m not over the limit, I will 
make my way home; otherwise Pll spend the night in a hotel and drive back home the 
next day.’ 

‘This means that I may have to spend another night alone,’ she appeared to 
complain and didn’t appear to like the prospect of that. 

‘T’m sorry about that... you could come with me if you like?’ 

‘What? to listen to lengthy lectures? No thanks.’ 

Clive expected that answer, because Samantha had never shown an interest in 
medical conferences. She found them boring. He was glad she had turned his offer 
down because he knew he would have no time for her there, and she would only be a 
burden. Thinking back to what his friend Jimmy had told him, which was troubling 
him, perhaps if he gave her the rope she would hang herself. 

“When I come back from the conference I’m going to take four weeks leave. We 
can take a mini trip round the world, just the two of us. We can fly to five countries, 
starting with Los Angeles where we can stay in one of the best hotels in the Avenue 
of the Stars, like the International hotel, visit the Hollywood Studio, Beverley Hills, 
Paul Getty museum and sample some delicious American dishes...’ 

‘That sounds like wonderful fun.’ 

‘From there we can fly to Oakland, New Zealand, mix with the Kiwi people and 
see some of the wonders of the land. We might even go and see my cousin who lives 
there, that would be marvellous as I haven’t seen him in years.’ 

‘T’d like to meet your cousin too.’ 

‘Our next stop could be Sydney, Australia where we can go and dine in the 
famous Sydney Opera house. With a bit of luck we might even get to taste the 
Kangaroo meat.’ 

‘Oh, yuk.’ 

‘Well, perhaps not then... on our way back we can fly to Bangkok, Thailand 
where we can visit the Grand Palace which I’ve heard is very beautiful and the major 
Buddhist temples and possibly take a boat trip on the Chao Phraya and Thanburi 
canals which I am told offer great views of some of the city’s traditional architecture 
and ways of life on the waterfront. To complete our trip before returning home we can 
fly to Hong Kong and taste their cuisine and admire the many high skyscrapers.’ 

‘That would be really great; I have always wanted to visit Hong Kong.’ Samantha 
looked very happy. 

‘That’s settled then,’ Clive said. 

A brief silence followed. 

‘So, how do you plan to spend your day?’ 

‘Maybe I’ll take Misty to the park.’ 

‘The same park you went to yesterday?’ 

She lifted her head to look at him. ‘Ah ha... err... you don’t mind, do you?’ 

‘No. Why should I?’ 

“Why indeed!’ 

‘Except that it doesn’t look like it is a safe place, given what had happened to 
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Misty yesterday.’ 

‘For God sake, she just fell, Clive,’ she replied, sounding slightly angry, perhaps 
even feeling a little bit guilty. ‘Sometimes things like that happen with a child, and 
she is just that. 

“You’re right.’ To keep thing cool he decided to agree with her. He was going to 
ask her if she knew the man her daughter had said she was talking to when the 
accident had happened, and then changed his mind. 

“How is her knee?’ 

‘It’s fine. She barely sustained a bruise.’ 

At that point, Miriam came in carrying a plate in her hand. ‘Your omelette, 
ma’am,’ she said. 

‘That smells lovely, thank you.’ 

Samantha led a very sheltered life. Besides going to church and visiting her 
parents on Sundays, she seldom went out or had lunch with friends. This business of 
taking Misty to the park had only started recently, since Ed had come back from Iraq, 
in fact. 

‘Err... your friend... what’s his name again?’ 

“Who? Oh, you mean the one who was here yesterday?’ 

She nodded. ‘Yes.’ 

‘Jimmy.’ 

‘That’s right, I’m sure I’ve seen him somewhere... Have you known him long?’ 

‘For a while... erm... after you had left he said he had seen you in a café 
somewhere in Maidstone. At Garcon, I believe he said?’ 

‘Did he? He must have been mistaken.’ 

‘Or could it be that’s where you might have seen him.’ 

‘I don’t know a café called Garçon.’ Although she appeared to be lying, she was 
not. When she used to go to that café with Ed, it was owned by an Italian family and it 
was called Nero. 

‘Anyway, I must go.’ He wiped his mouth with the napkin and threw it on the 
table, got up, kissed his wife on the forehead and left, leaving her to finish her 
breakfast alone. æ 
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CHAPTER 9 
OO0 


Samantha, strictly speaking couldn’t really complain about her life with Clive. Since 
she married him, he had kept his part of the bargain and treated her exceptionally 
well. There had been odd moments of dissatisfaction, but this is quite normal. Rarely, 
if ever, does a couple go about their lives together without a quibble of some kind. 
Her own relationship with her parents had also improved. She had made a point of 
visiting them every Sunday with Misty and the grand parents loved her to bits. They 
played an important role in Misty’s upbringing, but were always careful not to 
interfere more than was necessary. When needed they helped out with family 
expenses like school uniform, holidays and even pocket money. But most of the time 
it wasn’t necessary because Clive had a good income and was very capable of 
providing everything that was needed. However, Samantha liked the idea of knowing 
her parents were a source to tap in to when needed. 

When Clive had left for Harrogate, Samantha wondered if she should have 
accepted her husband’s offer and gone with him after all. She hoped that he wasn’t 
angry. The last thing she ever wanted to do was to anger the person who had always 
been so kind, so helpful, in fact her rock, and to hurt such a person would in deed be 
cruel. Just as he had always supported her, she had in return tried to do the same, 
although sometimes she felt she was not being supportive enough. She knew that 
other wives would be with their husbands at the conference and so should she. But she 
had other pressing things on her mind. 

On hearing that Jimmy had seen her in the café, she wondered what exactly he had 
seen and what he had told her husband. He did not give her any inkling about what he 
knew and how much he knew, but suggesting out of the blue that he wanted to take 
her on a mini trip round the world was quite surprising. Exciting as that was, she 
sensed he might have been thinking that he had neglected her and was trying to make 
up for it. But she knew he hadn’t. That was what was so troubling. 

“You look pale, ma’am. Are you okay?’ Miriam said. 

‘Yes,’ she lied. Miriam was the last person she would have confessed to. She tried 
hard to fight a familiar nausea. 

She rushed upstairs, not to bed, because she knew she wouldn’t sleep. Instead, she 
dressed herself and waited for the sun to come out so that she could take Misty to the 
park. As it so happened, she didn’t have to wait long. While she was coming 
downstairs, the phone rang and she saw Miriam rushing to take it. 

‘Leave it Miriam, I’ll answer it,’ she said firmly. 

‘As you wish, ma’am.’ Miriam walked back in the kitchen and started to load the 
dishwasher. She had taken the phone twice before but the caller did not talk, they only 
stayed on the line for a few seconds and then hung up. She had intended to tell 


Samantha about it but never got round to it. She was sure that it was the same caller 
calling again and would do the same to her mistress. 

“Yes,’ Samantha answered as she picked up the phone. 

‘So, how are you today? The voice on the other end of the line asked. 

Samantha closed her eyes and tried to focus. As soon as her mind was back in 
gear, she asked, ‘who is this?’ 

‘Can’t you guess?’ the voice asked. 

‘Oh no,’ she gasped. 

Samantha could not believe it was Ed calling her again. Unknown to her Miriam 
was listening from the kitchen. Part of her wanted to put the phone back on its cradle, 
but another part of her wanted to continue talking. She didn’t want anyone to hear her 
conversation. 

‘Miriam,’ Samantha called. 

‘PI take this call in my room, and gave her the handset to hold.’ 

She rushed to her bedroom. ‘You can put the phone down now, Miriam.’ 

“Yes, ma’am,’ Miriam said and replaced the phone on its cradle. 

Continuing her conversation with Ed, she asked, ‘what do you want Ed?’ 

‘I wanted to find out if you were still upset with me.’ 

‘Um...yes,” she lied. 

Ed knew she couldn’t have been that upset, otherwise she would have surely 
terminated the call. 

‘Look why don’t you come over so I can apologise to you in person.’ 

‘Come over where?’ she squeaked. ‘No. Consider your apology accepted,’ she 
added firmly and as she was about to hang up Ed said: ‘Look I’m in a bed-sit at 56, 
Lord Street, near Barclays Bank and I have a nice ice tea ready waiting for you.’ 

‘No thanks,’ Samantha replied instantly. 

“Come over,’ he repeated in a deeply croaky voice. 

Samantha hung up the phone and pulled herself together. She sat there, feeling 
confused. Suddenly she came downstairs and went to Miriam who was still in the 
kitchen cleaning up. 

‘I need to go out for a few minutes.’ 

‘On your own, ma’am?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘I thought you were taking Misty to the park.’ 

‘Could you do it for me, please?’ 

Miriam nodded. 

At that very moment, Misty came out of the playroom and saw her mum standing 
next to Miriam. 

‘Are we ready to go to the park mum?’ 

Samantha squatted in front of Misty, held her hands and said, ‘mummy needs to 
go somewhere...’ 

‘Mummmmm,’ she protested. 

‘Miriam will take you to the park, sweetheart.’ 

‘Okayyyyy...’ She was not very happy but accepted the alternative. 

Samantha took herself to the address Ed had given her. She was surprised how 
easy it was to find it. After negotiating a few steps she found herself at Number 56. 
She knocked once and Ed opened the door immediately. 

‘I knew you would come,’ Ed said with a smirk, staring at Samantha’s sexy eyes. 

As soon as she saw his face she had second thoughts and said, ‘I’ve made a 
mistake coming here, I...’ and as she tried to turn back, Ed grabbed her by the arms 
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and pinned her against the door frame. She looked horrified. 

‘Do you love him! Answer me do you? Do you have what we had?’ he said 
looking at her with stern eyes. 

Her mind was made up. ‘It’s too late Ed, too much has happened.’ 

‘No, it’s not true.’ 

‘I have my own life now,’ Samantha tried to make him understand. 

“We can begin again, we can... I’m sure of it...’ 

She looked him in the eyes. ‘Sure, is that really true?’ After detaching herself 
from him she said, ‘Goodbye Ed.’ 

‘There are no goodbyes, Samantha. We’ll see each other again.’ 

He pulled her tight towards him and kissed her much against her wish. She 
struggled and pulled herself away, slapped him hard on the face and walked back 
hastily to her car. When she got to it, she swore when she discovered her car had been 
clamped. After ringing the company involved, someone came an hour later and 
released her car. It was the same man who had clamped her car previously and he 
recognised her immediately. 

‘This is getting to be a habit,’ he said. 

‘Can’t you guys find anything better to do?’ she yelled at him and drove off 
erratically. 

‘Mind how you go now, ma’am,’ the man said shaking his head. ‘Hope you don’t 
kill someone.’ 

As soon as she had arrived home, she got into the shower and scrubbed herself as 
if she was trying to get rid of any scent Ed had left on her. She knew she needed to 
resist his temptations and she was determined to do so. She also knew Ed wasn’t 
going to stop chasing her until he had got what he was after. It was time for her to 
level with Clive. That was the only way she might have a chance of ending this 
nightmare. She gave it a serious thought. She realised that time had moved on and 
whatever they had between them was in the past—she had changed and so had he. 
She wasn’t sure how Clive would react but that was a chance she had to take. After 
promising herself that that was what she was going to do, she couldn't wait for him to 
come home. 
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Meanwhile, Clive had arrived safely in Yorkshire and after delivering his paper, 
he had gone in the canteen with a few colleagues. While he was having coffee, one of 
his colleagues noticed how preoccupied he was and became concerned. 

‘Clive,’ David Donohue said. 

He looked at him. He was another surgeon he had worked for years and was head 
of his department. 

‘Yes sir.’ 

‘Are you feeling alright?’ 

‘Yes, sir, I’m fine.’ 

‘When you were delivering your paper, I noticed you were having trouble 
remembering what to say, which is not like you.’ 

‘No, sir, I thought I did alright.’ 

‘It was a good paper,’ he nodded. 

Suddenly Clive’s phone rang and he took the call. It was Randy who told him he 
had a preliminary surveillance report ready for him. 

He wondered what would be in that report and he almost wished he had not 


sought his assistance. Sometimes it’s better not to know something, and then you can 
pretend everything is fine. Clive couldn’t help thinking where he had gone wrong. He 
felt he had kept his part of the bargain. He had always been kind and generous to her. 
Even Samantha would be the first to admit this. Besides showering her with gifts, 
he’d always made a point of bringing her a bunch of red roses. He had taken her on 
several cruises and they had dined in expensive restaurants. For her last birthday he 
had given her a Daimler SL550, which she had chosen herself. Before leaving for the 
conference, he had promised her a mini trip round the world on his return. She was his 
world, his everything. 

Although he had planned to have a few drinks with his colleagues when the 
conference was over and perhaps even sleep the night off in a hotel, instead he told 
his friends he had to leave immediately to attend to some important business that had 
unexpectedly cropped up and drove speedily to meet Randy. After picking up his 
report he drove around aimless before going home. 
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CHAPTER 10 
000 


It was a cold day. The doorbell rang and Miriam rushed to open the door. Standing 
there, were Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield and his assistant Karina. 

‘Yes?’ Miriam said. 

‘We are Detectives. Is Mrs. Samantha Wedgewood here?’ 

Samantha was in her bedroom and had heard the doorbell ring. 

‘Who is at the door, Miriam?’ she asked aloud, hoping it was Clive, although she 
knew it was too early for him to have come back. 

‘Two detectives to see you ma’am,’ Miriam said loudly. 

‘Tell them I'll be down in second.’ 

Miriam led CJ and Karina to a small reception room which was hardly used and 
asked them to take a seat. ‘My mistress will be with you soon,’ she said. 

What would two detectives be doing here? Samantha wondered. What could be 
wrong? She prayed that nothing had happened to Clive. Or could it be that Ed had 
called the police complaining of assault. 

CJ Fairfield was a very good detective. He and his wife Karina jointly worked for 
the Kent Police, Criminal Investigation Department (CID). He was a man of 
inestimable experience. His wife, formerly a journalist, was no stranger to dealing 
with criminal cases. As a couple they had been very successful in their chosen careers. 

Moments later Samantha came down to meet with them. She looked apprehensive. 
She’d never heard of cases where a man had involved the police, especially 
detectives, after being slapped on the face by a woman. But surely Ed wouldn’t be the 
first one to do it, she thought. Jf that’s not it, what could those detectives want with 
me? 

After having introduced themselves and showing her their identification badge, 
they began to question her. 

‘Mrs. Wedgewood,’ CJ said as he and Karina stood next to her. She looked at 
them with huge eyes, suddenly frightened, but CJ was quick to shake his head and 
reassure her. He spoke to her as gently and politely as he could. ‘Could you please tell 
us where you were, yesterday afternoon round 11.00 a.m.?’ 

‘I was here in my home, playing with my daughter Misty,’ Samantha replied 
without hesitation. ‘Why do you want to know?’ 

‘Did you go out at all?’ 

‘I went out in the morning around 9 a.m. for half an hour or so.’ 

“Where exactly did you go?’ 

‘What business of yours is that?’ 

‘Please answer the question, Mrs. Wedgewood,’ CJ said. The expression on his 
face had changed. He was now looking quite serious. 
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‘If you must know, I went to see an old acquaintance. That’s not against the law is 
it?’ 

‘No. This old acquaintance, was it a male or female?’ 

‘Male... are you going to tell me what this is all about or not?’ 

‘His name wouldn’t happen to be Ed Smythe by any chance?’ 

The detective noticed the expression on her face had changed. ‘As a matter of fact 
it was.’ Samantha was getting more irritated. ‘If you are not going to...’ 

‘Okay Mrs. Wedgewood,’ Karina interjected. ‘Mr. Smythe was found dead in his 
bed-sit. Shot three times in his chest. Unfortunately for him, one of the bullets went 
right through his heart.’ 

‘Oh my goodness!’ Samantha immediately sat herself down, looking shaken. 

CJ was watching her to see if she was putting on an act or not. But there was no 
sign of anything fishy. All he could see was a woman with some intangible fear. He 
waited until she had regained control of herself, and then he asked, ‘Do you or your 
husband own a gun?’ 

‘My husband does.’ 

‘Can we have a look at it?’ 

As she was about to say something, her husband walked in. With tears in her eyes, 
she ran to him and put her arms around him. 

‘What’s going on here?’ Clive asked. 

‘These people are detectives, Clive.’ 

CJ immediately greeted Clive and they shook hands. 

‘I’m Karina, Inspector Fairfield’s assistant,’ and they shook hands too. 

They all sat down. Clive and Samantha sat on one sofa whilst CJ and Karina sat 
on the sofa opposite. 

‘We are investigating a murder that took place yesterday. The man was shot three 
times. We understand from your wife that you own a gun...’ 

‘I do, but wait, just because I own a gun doesn’t mean I killed whoever that guy 
was, does it?’ 

‘No one is saying that, doctor.’ 

‘So what has all this got to do with me or my wife?’ 

‘In a situation like this we have to follow all leads. I am sure you understand that.’ 

‘And we are one of your leads?’ Clive asked. 

“You can put it like that.’ 

‘How else would you put it?’ 

‘The gun Dr. Wedgewood, can we see it?’ 

Clive shook his head in disgust. ‘I'll get it for you.’ He left the room and went 
upstairs. 

Whilst Clive was out of the room CJ asked, ‘Does your husband know about you 
and Ed?’ 

‘My husband knew I was married before but he never asked to whom.’ 

‘I meant did he know you were seeing him?’ 

Samantha was furious. ‘I was not seeing him... I... 

At that point, CJ saw Clive coming back and he quickly told Samantha that he 
would try not to say anything about it. 

‘It’s not there,’ he said looking puzzled. 

‘And where do you think it might have gone?’ 

“Your guess is as good as mine.’ 

“We need more than guessing here Dr. Wedgewood. Murder is a serious business. 
When did you last see the gun?’ 
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‘Hmm... five months ago... maybe six.’ 

‘Was it five or six months ago?’ CJ was determined to get precise answers. 

‘Let me think... six months ago... Yes six months ago. I was in the garage 
cleaning it when one of my servants brought me a cup of tea. She was taken aback as 
it was the first time she had seen me holding a gun.’ 

‘Is that where you keep it, in the garage?’ 

‘No. Since I got it, eight months ago, I’ve kept it in my bedroom, on top of the 
wardrobe.’ 

‘Why did you get the gun, Mr Wedgewood?’ Karina asked. 

Clive looked at Karina in the eye and said, ‘To protect myself and my family of 
course!’ 

CJ turned to Samantha. “You presumably knew that Mrs. Wedgewood?’ 

She nodded. ‘Yes.’ She searched his eyes, wanting to know what he was thinking. 

‘Could you have moved it somewhere else?’ 

‘No. I’ve never touched it. I hate guns,’ Samantha said with conviction. 

CJ thought for a moment and then said, ‘Thank you both. That’s all for now, but 
be sure we’ll be back if we should have more questions.’ 

The two detectives left and walked towards their car. 

“What did you make of that?’ CJ asked Karina. 

‘Mrs. Wedgewood appeared very frightened. I think she is hiding something. And 
as for the Dr. Wedgewood, I am not sure.’ 

‘How convenient it is for his gun to have suddenly disappeared? But I don’t think 
Mrs. Wedgewood had anything to do with its disappearance. She doesn’t look the 
type.’ 

‘No, she doesn’t look the type,’ Karina agreed. If she was involved with the 
victim, whom I think she was and her husband had found out about it, he could have 
reacted.’ 

‘He could indeed, Karina. He could indeed.’ 
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Samantha couldn’t believe Ed was dead. She may not have appreciated him 
coming back and trying to spoil her life, but to know he had now been murdered was 
difficult for her to accept. Unfortunately for her, it appeared she was the last person 
known to have seen him alive. Her fingerprints were in Ed’s bed-sit. The concierge 
who had reported hearing three gunshots told the police she saw a woman leaving the 
bed-sit in a hurry and gave a description, which matched perfectly with that of 
Samantha. No doubt when the police had run a few tests they would find DNA 
evidence to place her at the scene of the crime. 

Realising that sooner or later her husband would learn more about Ed and his past 
and recent connections with her, which would not amuse him, Samantha felt she must 
waste no more time and come clean with Clive and hoped that he believed she hadn’t 
been dishonest towards him. Being married to him was the best thing for her. She may 
not have loved him but she was faithful to him at all times, honourable, decent, and a 
good mother to Misty. But now a big shadow has been cast over her relationship, 
which was really not of her doing. She was struggling with her conscience and her 
fears, and her unwillingness to believe that Ed was dead. Unfortunately for her, the 
police appeared to suspect she had something to do with it. 

Sitting in the study facing her husband, she started to level with him. It was the 
least she could do after what he had done for her and the irreproachable way he had 
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treated her. Clive on the other end, having read Randy’s surveillance and history 
report, had a detailed view of Samantha’s past life with Ed, with her parents and her 
activities since Ed had returned from Iraq. He was not going to feel at peace with 
himself until he had an honest account from his wife. 

Miriam came into the room with a tray of tea and placed it on the desk. She knew 
Clive was having a hard talk with his wife. She glanced at Samantha who 
immediately could feel the disguised glee on her face. The relationship between 
Miriam and Samantha had been timid since the latter had married Clive. Miriam had 
regarded her as a gold-digger and had hated her arrival, which had reduced her 
powerbase. Samantha had never been crazy about either. 

‘I want to tell you something Clive,’ Samantha said timidly. 

‘Go on, I’m listening.’ 

‘There is something about my past that I’d never told you, and I was grateful that 
you’d never pressed me. Sometimes we do things in life and when we look back all 
we can do is to torture ourselves with regrets. The shame we feel for having done it 
never goes away, but over time we learn to live with it. I was insanely in love with a 
man once...’ 

‘Please stop,’ Clive interrupted her. ‘I know all about it. How you run away and 
married Ed Smythe against your parent’s better judgement and later on broke up.’ 

Samantha was taken aback. ‘But what you don’t know is that I...’ 

Clive interrupted her again and completed her sentence: ‘...that you’ve been 
seeing him since his return from Iraq.’ 

Samantha was shocked. She began to realise that her husband knew more than she 
thought and was even more determined to tell him the truth and nothing but the truth. 
That was the only way she could save her marriage. 

‘He had been pestering me. I didn’t want to bother you with it. I thought I could 
solve it alone.’ 

‘Is that why you went to his bed-sit?’ 

‘I didn’t do anything wrong, except to slap him on his face and ask him to leave 
me alone.’ 

She sighed and looked at her husband long and hard. 

‘Then explain this.’ Clive took a bunch of compromising pictures from his pocket 
and threw them on the desk.’ 

As Samantha looked through them, she was stunned. ‘How did you get these?’ 

‘That’s not important. What is important is that this is you and him kissing, isn’t 
it?’ 

‘I wasn’t kissing him. He grabbed me and kissed me and that is when I slapped his 
face and walked out. You must believe this... I’d never cheat on you and I never 
have.’ 

She shook her head solemnly, and the way she looked at him, he believed her. Her 
eyes were full of grief, and he sensed that behind the new sorrow was an old grief. 

Samantha continued with her revelation. ‘It was totally coincidental that we met.’ 

Clive interjected. ‘I have it from a good source that he left you because he found 
you cheating with his best friend.’ 

“Yes, that is why he’d left me, but I’ve never cheated on him. It was all faked. I 
staged it to teach him a lesson, because he had been cheating on me. I thought after 
I’d shocked him, and then told him the truth we would be able to continue with our 
lives, but he’d reacted differently to what I’d expected.’ 

‘And he left and filed for divorce?’ 

“Yes, everything got done so quickly through his lawyers and we lost touch 
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completely.’ 

There was a long pause. 

“Why was he here? To see you...?’ 

‘No.’ she shook her head. His father had died and he was here for the funeral.’ 

‘Did he call you when he arrived, or write to you?’ 

She shook her head. ‘We unexpectedly met. I won’t deny that I was pleased to see 
him, only in so far that it gave me the chance to put the record straight. That’s all.’ 

‘Did you see him again after that?’ 

She nodded. ‘Yes Clive I did.’ 

‘Why?’ 

She lowered her eyes. ‘I don’t know, but I did. I guess he’d brought back old 
memories.’ She banged her head with her hands. ‘One does not just forget... forget.’ 
Tears began to run down her cheeks. 

‘And that stirred things inside you.’ 

She looked at Clive. “Yes, but no, I didn’t want to be with him, although he did 
want us to get back together.’ 

‘Did you tell him you were married? Was he angry at your remarriage?’ 

She acquiesced. ‘Yes I did, and he was. He knew I had a child, but still he wanted 
me back... so much so, that I began to regret putting the record straight. As long as 
he’d thought I had been unfaithful to him he would’ve left me alone.’ 

‘When you went to the park with Misty, did you agree to meet him there? That 
was him, wasn’t it?’ 

She shook her head. ‘No I didn’t agree. It was coincidence again.’ 

‘Did you want to meet him there, because Misty said you were talking to him?’ 

‘No. I never thought about it.’ She looked straight at him, and she was trembling. 

‘Did you think about him?’ 

She nodded and gazed at him, her eyes boring holes in his. She had thought about 
nothing but him since she’d seen him at the church. 

‘Don’t you think that three coincidental meetings are a bit much to believe after 
five years? You haven’t seen him in five years, and suddenly here you and he were 
seen three times together. 

‘Perhaps!’ 

‘Did you want anything from him or him from you?’ Clive’s eyes searched 
everything about her. 

She hesitated, and then said, ‘Yes... he wanted me back.’ 

‘What about you, did you want him back?’ 

‘No. I have you and Misty, that’s all that matters to me.’ 

‘Why do you think he took these compromising pictures?’ 

Clive knew that it was Randy Swift who had taken the pictures not Ed Smythe, 
but he did not want her to know that he had put a private investigator on her tail and 
he also wanted to know what she would say. 

‘I guess he thought he could blackmail me with them and force me to return to 
him. But I swear I did not kiss him.’ 

‘For the police to have come here, they must think you had something to do with 
his death.’ 

‘But I didn’t kill him.’ 

“You and I know that, but the police don’t, at least not yet. I have someone who 
can keep us posted with what the police have and can give us a running feedback on 
their progress with their inquiries...’ 

“You do believe me, don’t you Clive? But if you don’t and you want a divorce...’ 
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He put his finger on her lips and asked her not to say anything more and poured a 
small amount of brandy into a fresh cup of tea and offered it to her. He helped himself 
to one too. gs 


CHAPTER 11 
000 


After her lengthy conversation with her husband, Samantha walked to her bedroom 
feeling drained, but in some ways relieved that she had finally told Clive what had 
been occurring in her life. The idea of living a dishonest life with the man who had 
done so much for her, be it for a brief period of time, had troubled her. As she sat on 
her bed, she couldn’t bear to sit still. The room felt so stuffy that she almost couldn’t 
breathe. She rushed downstairs and went to sit on a bench in the garden. It was 
impossible to believe... impossible to understand how in such a small space of time 
since Ed had return from Iraq, her life had been turned upside down. Why would 
someone she had loved so deeply and in a way still did, want to ruin her life? But it 
was obvious; it had to be his selfishness, his inability to accept that after he had 
walked out on her she had managed to pick herself up and make a new life for herself. 

As she sat quietly, not only wasn’t she quite sure if Clive believed her story, she 
wondered if the police thought she had done it and anytime now they were going to 
come and arrest her. The thought of spending possibly the rest of her life in a prison 
cell for a crime she knew she didn’t commit, sent shivers down her spine. 

Clive, seeing her sitting on her own looking distraught, came to take a seat next to 
her. 

“You shouldn’t be sitting here on your own,’ he said quietly. ‘If you’re worried 
that the police think you did it, they would have arrested you by now. Rest assured [Il 
be with you all the way.’ 

Suddenly Samantha was relieved. ‘Thank you, Clive. That makes me feel much 
better. You have always been good to me.’ She looked at him then, feeling that she 
had let him down, which is something he had never done to her. ‘I’m sorry, Clive... I 
don’t know what to say...’ 

He nodded, possibly indicating that he understood. 

‘I’m waiting for a call from someone who can tell us what exactly those two 
detectives have ... when you had met Ed on his return from Iraq, I wished you had 
told me.’ 

She nodded. ‘Yes I should.’ 

‘To keep this from me...’ 

‘I know how it looks... but there was never any intention on my part to deceive 
you.’ 

‘Even if you did, I really couldn’t have blamed you. After all he was your first 
love and it is the most profound and most difficult to let go.’ 

She had expected her husband to be very angry with her and maybe even accuse 
her of not being straight with him. But when he didn’t, she couldn’t believe how 
understanding he was. It was almost incredible, but then that’s how he had always 
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been during their five years of married life. It was just as though he was incapable of 
being anything else. She ran her fingers through her hair and got up. They both went 
inside. Moments later Clive went out. 


Kk K 


Down at the police station CJ and Karina were working hard to find the killer of 
Ed Smythe. Further clues had come to their attention and had all pointed to Samantha 
as being the culprit, but CJ wanted more proof before bringing her in for further 
questioning. He was not convinced that she was capable of murdering anyone. It 
looked like it was a case of her being in the wrong place at the wrong time. But if it 
was her, then he would have to act. Secretly, he hoped that he was going to find 
something that would point him in the direction of the real killer. He had noticed that 
Clive was more than twice Samantha’s age. He couldn’t help wondering how this 
aged man, with white hair like snow would react if he should discover that his wife, 
young and as beautiful as the unpacked spring flowers had been two-timing him or if 
he perceived that a younger and more virile man or a past lover was attempting to take 
her away from him. He couldn’t help recalling that throughout the history of Western 
civilization, the idea of an old man marrying a young woman had been a constant 
source of comedy and the subject of many comic masterpieces. Most of the stories he 
knew dealt with the clever and manipulative ways in which the young wife was able 
to deceive her old husband. It was perfectly possible that he was dealing with a crime 
of passion and Clive was the real killer. After all he had a gun that he declared had 
gone missing. Jf only I could find a way of getting hold of that gun, he thought, this 
could shed some light on the situation. He wondered if he could bait Samantha to help 
him. 

The fact that Clive was so much older than Samantha and the latter being so 
young and beautiful, CJ had a feeling that their marriage was nothing more than an 
arrangement. Having already carried a check on Samantha he knew that she was not 
exactly loaded with money until her second marriage. And according to the 
information that Karina had gathered from Miriam and others, it looked like she could 
have been a gold digger, but CJ felt that that was malicious gossip coming from 
Miriam who was a bitter woman and had an axe to grind with her mistress. 

When CJ had seen Ed’s body lying on the floor in his bed-sit, and he had had a 
good look around, he could see no forced entry, no sign of robbery or a fight having 
taken place. Also according to forensics the impact and angle the bullets had entered 
Ed’s body suggested that whoever shot him did so at very close range which had 
immediately caused him to wonder if the killer was someone known to the victim 
whom he had invited inside. At the stage he was at with his investigations it was 
impossible to point a firm finger at anyone, but he had his mind fixed on one person 
that he believed had means, motive and opportunity to carry out the crime. 


Kk K 


The doorbell rang and Miriam went to open the door. She recognised CJ and 
Karina immediately. 

‘Oh, if you want to see Dr. Wedgewood, he is not here.’ 

‘Actually it is Mrs. Wedgewood we want to talk to.’ 

‘Come in and take a seat in the quiet room, I’ll fetch her for you.’ 

The duo went to sit down in the quiet room and moments later Samantha walked 
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in. 

‘I take it this is not a social visit,’ she said with a timid smile, feeling sure they 
had come to arrest her. 

‘T’m afraid not.’ 

CJ had only known her since the night before, but he was willing to believe every 
word she said and staked his reputation on it. He had since learnt from Tom how 
Samantha’s marriage to Ed had broken down and from Jim Riley how upset Clive had 
been when he was told that his wife might be cheating on him. He had also learnt of 
the threat Clive had made if anyone should try to take his wife away from him. 

Samantha looked at CJ with huge eyes, suddenly frightened, but CJ was quick to 
pick up on that and moved quickly to reassure her. 

‘Tm glad we are able to speak with you without your husband being present,’ CJ 
said and Samantha watched him with anxious eyes, wondering why it was so 
important that her husband was not here. 

‘Why are you here Inspector?’ 

“We have reason to believe that your husband may have had something to do with 
the death of Mr. Ed Smythe.’ 

She frowned as she looked at CJ. ‘That couldn’t be, because he was at a 
conference in Yorkshire on the day the murder took place.’ 

‘That’s correct Mrs. Wedgewood,’ Karina interjected, ‘but we also know he left 
early. All his colleagues were surprised as apparently in the past he had always stayed 
behind for a few drinks after the conference.’ 

‘That’s correct Mrs. Wedgewood,’ CJ confirmed. ‘And we also know he took a 
call from someone and we believe it was from a private investigator called Randy 
Swift.’ 

“What does it all mean?’ 

“We believe he had Mr. Swift spying on you.’ 

She gazed at CJ with a worried frown. ‘Spying on me?’ she searched his eyes, 
needing to know the truth, and willing to believe him. She sensed correctly that he 
wasn’t simply putting two and two together to make five. ‘Maybe he left early 
because he wasn’t feeling well. Have you thought of that?’ 

‘That is indeed a possibility,’ CJ conceded. ‘But if he was, he would have 
communicated this to his colleague. Instead he is reported to have said that he had 
something urgent to attend to.’ 

‘Maybe he had. What has that got to do with Ed’s death?’ As soon as she’d said 
that she realised what the detectives were insinuating. “You surely don’t think my 
husband...’ 

‘Yes, Mrs. Wedgewood,’ Karina cut in. ‘We think he is the one who murdered Mr. 
Smythe, thinking he was trying to take you away from him.’ 

‘Nonsense! I don’t believe he would do a thing like that.’ It was hard for her to 
believe that her husband, who was always gentle with high level of self-control, could 
possibly commit murder. 

‘Is it also nonsense that he hired an investigator to follow you?’ 

‘I thought you suspected me as being the murderer and now it is my husband. You 
were wrong to suspect me and you are wrong to think my husband could do such a 
thing... Take it from me he wouldn’t do something like that.’ 

‘Not even if he thought you had re-kindled your love affair with Ed?’ 

Raising her voice she said, ‘I didn’t rekindle my love affair with him, as you put 
it. Yes, I admit I was happy to have met him again after such a long time since our 
divorce had come through and I still carried a torch for him, as one usually does for 
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their first love, but I had no desire to recapture the past. I’ve moved on, and have a 
happy life with my husband Clive, whatever you may think and we have a beautiful 
daughter that binds us together. So for you to come here and make empty accusations 
is despicable. You ought to be ashamed of yourself Inspector Fairfield, and you too 
(looking at Karina).’ 

‘I can understand why you feel the way you do, Mrs Wedgewood, but first we 
wanted you to know that you are off our suspect list, but your husband will remain on 
our radar for as long as we need to keep him there.’ 

Karina added, ‘You may wish to tell your husband of this conversation or you may 
want to keep it to yourself. It’s entirely your choice.’ 

Samantha nodded. She was grateful they had taken a huge weight off her mind. 
Despite her ranting, she didn’t totally ignore what they had told her about Clive and 
his possible involvement. 

‘Are you going to be questioning my husband?’ 

‘All in good time Mrs. Wedgewood, all in good time,’ CJ said shaking his head as 
he and Karina stood up, in preparation to leave. 

Samantha looked at the duo with a nervous frown. She couldn’t believe that Clive 
had murdered Ed or had anything to do with his murder. On the other end, CJ knew 
all he had on Clive was suspicions. He had no tangible proof that Clive was even near 
the crime scene. He didn’t even have the gun from which the shots had been fired to 
kill Ed. But he was happy to have put Samantha’s mind at rest in so far as that she 
was not considered a suspect anymore, but he had deliberately substituted one worry 
for another with her. If Clive was culpable and he knew the police were on his tail he 
might just do something that could help with the case. After all there was a missing 
gun or possibly two. The missing gun that Clive owned might or might not be the 
murder weapon. 

CJ suddenly said, ‘but there is one thing you could do to help.’ 

‘What would that be, I wonder?’ 

CJ whispered it to her and she said in no uncertain terms. ‘Get lost. If you need to 
find the missing gun then, find it yourself.’ She was furious he had even dared asking 
for her help. Although later on she did think that finding the gun could help to prove 
her husband’s innocence. 

As the duo was leaving, Clive had come home, looking grim. ‘Oh hello, 
detectives, I didn’t expect you to be back so soon,’ Clive growled, seeming irritated to 
see the duo. 

“We came back and had a very enlightening conversation with your good wife,’ 

CJ said. His eyes watched Clive. He seemed to be very protective of his wife and 
visibly supportive which was evident by the way he put his arms around her.’ 

‘I hope you haven’t caused my wife unnecessary worry by making wild 
accusations.’ 

‘Not at all,’ CJ replied, ‘just doing our job!’ 

‘I guess you have got more questions for me?’ 

‘All in good time Dr. Wedgewood, all in good time,’ he replied. “You have a good 
day now, sir.’ And the duo left. 

CJ was in a hurry to get back to his office, have another stiff cup of black coffee, 
and take some time to think about what to do next. The reality was he had no further 
leads at all. All he had was Clive, and the fact that the latter had been heard making a 
wild threat. 

Clive was annoyed that CJ wasn’t ready to question him further just then, and just 
to know what was on his mind. He muttered to his wife, ‘I hate him.’ 
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‘He’s just doing his job Clive.’ And wondered why he was being so impatient. 
‘Whose side are you on, anyway?’ 
Samantha remained quiet. 
As for CJ, he wasn’t the kind of man who would act impulsively. He wanted 
to put pressure on Clive and make him sweat. 2 
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CHAPTER 12 
000 


As soon as the duo detectives were out of sight, Clive looking straight at his wife, 
said, ‘A very enlightening conversation, what did he mean by that?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ Samantha replied. ‘He certainly asked me the same questions he’d 
asked before but phrasing them differently as if he was trying to catch me out.’ 

‘I hope you were careful with your answers, these detectives have very devious 
minds.’ 

“You think so; I haven’t had to deal with any of them before.’ 

‘Well let’s hope you won’t have to for much longer.’ 

‘Why do you say that?’ 

“Well as soon as they find the real killer they will have to leave you alone.’ 

Samantha nodded. ‘True.’ She was wrestling with herself about if and when she 
should tell him that she was no more a suspect but he was. 

‘Could we go upstairs for a little while?’ she looked anxiously at her husband, and 
he glanced at her with a strange expression, as though he expected to hear something 
disturbing. 

‘I want to talk to you,’ Samantha said. 

“You and I have had a long conversation already.’ He tried to brush her off. “Can’t 
it wait?’ 

‘No, it can’t, but if you’re too busy...’ 

He could see from the look on her face she had something was worrying her. 
Maybe something the detectives have said to her. 

‘No, no, no... if you need to talk now then this is okay with me. Lead the way.’ 

Samantha wanted to go to the study but walked to her bedroom instead, feeling 
that she would be more in control there. She sat on the edge of the bed and invited her 
husband to sit with her. He obliged. 

“You aren’t feeling frisky are you?’ he said with a huge grin on his face but 
Samantha didn’t find it funny at all. 

She didn’t know where to start, or what to say or not say. It would have been 
easier if she was feeling frisky, as her husband thought, that way she could have just 
put her arms around him and kissed him passionately. 

She took a deep breath and then said, ‘you know how you always expect me to be 
honest with you, which is fair enough, and can you be equally honest with me?’ 

‘Of course,’ Clive replied with no hesitation. 

“When I was talking to you yesterday and revealing stuff that I thought you didn’t 
know and yet you did, why didn’t you tell me what you already knew?’ 

‘There was never a situation that required me to tell you. It was sufficient I knew 
for what it was worth.’ 
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‘Okay, if you knew or thought I was seeing a man behind your back how would 
you react?’ 

‘How do you expect me to react?’ 

‘Well... erm... I would expect you to be upset of course. Angry... feeling 
deceived... maybe even feeling like a fool.’ 

‘There you are you’ve got your answer.’ 

Samantha was not going to let him get off so easy. ‘But you may even feel so 
angry that you might want to kill the person whom you feel was taking what rightly 
belongs to you.’ 

‘What are you getting at? Wait, you don’t think I had anything to do with the 
murder of your ex-husband, do you? Who put this in your head? Not those two 
detectives I hope.’ 

‘Did you, Clive?’ 

‘Did I what?’ He frowned. 

‘Kill my ex-husband?’ 

‘No. Is that an honest enough an answer for you?’ Clive was really furious and 
stormed out of the room, leaving Samantha responding gently, ‘I needed to know...’ 
and she remained seated on her bed, wondering if she should have kept her mouth 
shut. 


Kk k 


As soon as Clive had walked away from his wife, he’d gone straight to his study 
where he picked up the phone and dialled the Police Station. 

‘Yes, the voice on the other end of the line said. 

‘I would like to speak to Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield please,’ Clive said. 

‘Who is calling?’ 

‘Dr. Clive Wedgewood.’ 

‘One moment doctor, Ill put you on hold while I find him for you.’ 

The police receptionist went to find the Inspector, who as a matter of fact was 
standing right in front of her, and after she had held a side conversation with him she 
returned to the phone. 

‘Sorry to have kept you waiting, sir, he is not here at the moment. Can I pass him 
a message on your behalf?’ 

‘No don’t bother,’ Clive said, and slammed the phone down on its cradle. When 
he looked up he saw Samantha standing on the doorway of the study. 

‘I’m sorry if I made you angry. I didn’t mean to,’ Samantha said feeling genuinely 
apologetic. 

He rose to his feet. ‘Think no more of it. Now, I wonder what Miriam has got for 
us in terms of food. I’m famished, aren’t you?’ That was really not true. 

The fact that his own wife had thought he might be a killer was enough to have 
made him lose his appetite for days, if not weeks or even months. He needed a lot 
more time to recover. Until that time, he knew his wife had always believed he could 
never hurt a fly. Suddenly it seemed that this was not the case anymore. 

As they sat at the table, Clive opened the newspaper whilst waiting for Miriam to 
bring them their dinner. He could see the press was having a field day. Photographs of 
Ed, Clive and Samantha were splashed all over several pages. 

‘Look how famous we have suddenly become,’ Clive said acidly as he showed 
Samantha the printed photographs of themselves. 

‘There is an article here of an interview CJ Fairfield has given to a reporter.’ 


‘What does it say?’ Samantha asked. 

‘Okay. It detailed that you were involved with the victim... Oh my goodness, 
listen to this,’ Clive said to Samantha. ‘This is from a reporter: When asked by the 
interviewer if he believed Samantha might have committed the crime, Inspector CJ 
Fairfield answered: negative. When the interviewer had remarked that her prints 
were in the victim’s bed-sit, CJ Fairfield had said, her being on the scene of the crime 
did not mean she had something to do with the crime.’ 

‘That’s good news, isn’t it, Clive?’ 

‘Yes, but I wish I didn’t have to read about my wife cavorting with her ex- 
husband.’ 

Samantha snapped. ‘I’ve already told you what happened!’ She looked flattened 
by what he’d said. 

‘Perhaps you should have explained that to the Inspector,’ Clive retorted. 

Samantha looked at Clive instantly and for a moment she almost lost her self- 
control completely. ‘Maybe you should have your spy report a little more accurately 
to you, Clive.’ 

‘What’s that suppose to mean? He looked at her agitatedly. 

‘Exactly what it sounds like... the one you presumably have paid to spy on me.’ 

‘Oh, you mean Randy Swift?’ 

‘Is that his name,’ she pretended she didn’t know. 

‘What did you expect me to do when I am told by my best friend that my wife 
may be two-timing me?’ 

‘You could, at least have had the nerve to ask me.’ 

‘And what would have been your response?’ 

‘An honest one,’ Samantha retorted, ‘which you seem to be having trouble 
accepting lately!’ 

She had been so faithful to him, so loyal, so courteous. Now because of what had 
happened, which she felt was not her fault, he seemed to have changed overnight. 
Feeling so disgusted with his attitude she said, “you know what? I’ve suddenly lost all 
my appetite.’ 

She got up and saw Miriam coming with two plates in her hands. She said, ‘give it 
all too him, after all he is famished,’ and left the table with tears in her eyes. 

For the first time Miriam witnessed a distressing scene. She had already read the 
papers and knew the bad publicity the couple was getting. Although she pretended she 
was seeing nothing and hearing nothing, deep down inside her she was enjoying the 
rift. If they split I would regain my powerbase, she thought. As for Clive, he was 
astonished. After sitting there for a moment longer reflecting on what had just 
happened, he got up and went to his study. 

Hours later, Samantha came out of the bedroom to go to the bathroom, and she 
was surprised when she saw her husband wiping his face with a hand towel, looking 
distraught. Tears begun to run down her cheeks again when she saw him, because she 
felt guilty for the way she had left the table. She turned to walk out of the bathroom so 
that he would not see her tears. Clive put one hand on her shoulder, said, “Samantha, 
please don’t walk away from me.’ His voice was soft. She turned round and he looked 
at her sorrowful face and tears begun to fill his eyes. ‘I’m sorry about our exchange 
downstairs... I was overwrought.’ She knew they were both under terrible pressure. 
‘I’m at a loss.’ It was the first time in her entire marriage to him she had heard him 
say that. Suddenly she felt sorry for him. 

‘Tomorrow Ill go to church and ask Our Lady to give us the strength to get 
through this.’ She said it calmly as she squeezed his hand. 
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‘We are both so tired; we’ve better go to bed.’ 
She agreed. 
They washed their face, got into their night gear and retired to their bedroom. æ 
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CHAPTER 13 
000 


There was one day left before the New Year began. CJ and Karina had been working 
hard to solve the case before then. They’d gone over the information they had 
gathered to date over and over. Karina was getting impatient. 

‘It looks like we have enough here on Clive, when do we pick him up?’ Karina 
asked. 

‘We still have a missing piece, which would give us a tight case.’ 

‘We can look for it after we’ve arrested him.’ 

“What if we don’t find it?’ 

‘Let’s be positive... besides we can always release him. You do know if he is 
guilty, he could leave the country, then what?’ 

‘Then we’ll find him.’ 

Karina shook her head. ‘Yeah, as if the department is not under-resourced enough 
already... erm... the funeral of Ed is taking place today.’ 

‘Oh. When?’ 

‘As we speak.’ 

CJ looked at Karina. ‘What are we waiting for, let’s go. Maybe we might pick up 
something that could help us crack the case.’ 

The duo jumped in their car and headed for Saint John’s church where the funeral 
ceremony was being held. When they got there, the church service was over and just a 
handful of people were standing around the hole where he was to be buried. The 
priest, holding a book in his hands, was reading a final prayer ‘...comfort us in our 
sorrow for the death of our brother. Let our faith be our consolation and eternal life 
our hope.’ The priest closed his prayer book and made the sign of the cross and those 
present did the same. 

The priest was the first to pick up a handful of dust and throw it onto the coffin 
that had already been lowered into the hole. 

CJ noticed one woman who stood out from the rest of the small crowd, mostly 
because she was the only one dressed in a black two-piece suit with a white shirt and 
white scarf around her neck wearing a hat with a veil covering her eyes. She looked 
fairly young and pretty and not a day over 30. She waited for the others to throw the 
petals they had in their hands and then threw an entire bouquet violently at the coffin 
before following the priest and the others who had already started to walk away. 

CJ wanted to be present, firstly because he wanted to pay his respects, but mostly 
he’d hope to find a clue or clues that could be of help with the case. 

Karina followed the woman in black as she wanted to talk to her. At first, she 
didn’t want to say anything but then quite unexpectedly she turned and hugged 
Karina, saying ‘he has finally had what was coming to him.’ She was of course 
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referring to the victim, Ed Smythe. 

‘Why do you say that?’ Karina asked. 

“You would curse him too if you had lost your chance of ever being able to bear 
children.’ 

‘You're right, how awful this must have been for you. I love children, and I have 
one of my own,’ said Karina. 

‘Boy or a girl?’ 

‘Girl, she is 18 now going on 30!’ 

The woman pulled her veil up and looked at Karina straight in the eyes. ‘You 
sound very happy and so you should...I don’t even know what sex my baby was...’ 

‘Do you have relations in this country?’ 

‘I have just one cousin living here... erm... are you married?’ 

“Yes. My husband is over there,’ said Karina pointing her finger towards CJ. 

‘Lucky you.’ 

“Yes I am lucky.’ 

‘Not like me, this rat (referring to Ed) got me pregnant and then ran away to fight 
the enemies in Iraq leaving me to cope on my own. I wish a sniper had got him whilst 
he was there.’ 

‘It sounds like you hate him.’ 

‘Who wouldn’t if he had done what he did to me.’ 

‘Get you pregnant you mean?’ 

She nodded. ‘Yes.’ 

‘Did he know you were pregnant before he went to war?’ 

She shook her head. ‘No. He was gone before I could tell him. I lost touch with 
him. My financial situation being such at the time that I couldn’t bring the baby up on 
my own, however much I wanted to. After wrestling with my conscience for a long 
time, I underwent an abortion which unfortunately didn’t go according to plan, 
causing me to have an emergency hysterectomy.’ 

‘I’m sorry to hear that,’ said Karina and she sounded genuine. 

They went to sit on a bench and Karina invited CJ to join them. After the usual 
introduction, CJ offered his condolences to her and they got talking. As soon as she 
heard the duo were detectives, she got up and said ‘I must go.’ She hurried to the bus 
stop and got into a bus. The detectives discretely followed the bus and followed her to 
her home, then before pulling back, CJ took a picture of her on his mobile. Having got 
her address they planned to pay her a visit on another occasion. 
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Sitting at his desk CJ was reading a copy of the surveillance report Randy Swift 
had given to Clive, which he had managed to secure a copy of. It was quite detailed. 
The Inspector was particularly interested in the part where Randy described what he’d 
witnessed on the day Ed was murdered. The report said: 

9.10a.m. Mrs Wedgewood left the house. 

10.00 a.m. She parked her car on the road by a parking metre. 

10.45 a.m. She knocked at number 56 and a man answered the door almost 
immediately, as if he was expecting her. 

10.46 a.m. After what appeared to be an argument, the man pulled her towards 
him and kissed her, (see the three pictures attached). She did not appear to enjoy this 
and managed to pull back and slap the man on the face before walking away. 
Following further research, I can confirm the man’s identity as being her ex-husband, 
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Ed Smythe. 

11.00 a.m. She was by her car. It had been clamped. 

12.00 a.m. Car was unclamped and she drove home. 

12.50 p.m. Samantha was home. 

According to the coroner, Ed died around 11.00 a.m. and his body was discovered 
thirty minutes later. 

CJ looked at the pictures again and again, and suddenly he stopped on one of 
them. He kept staring at it. He saw what looked like a face hidden in a nearby bush. 
He grabbed hold of a magnifying glass and examined the picture more closely. To 
confirm what he thought he was seeing, he asked Karina to have a look and then told 
her to get the lab to enlarge it ASAP. He immediately revised his request. Enlarge all 
three please. 

Finding Clive’s missing gun was very important for CJ. At least he would be able 
to eliminate it from being the weapon that killed Ed. CJ came up with a clever idea 
and wasted no time to put it into action. If it worked, he should be closer to solving 
the case. He knew it would only work if Samantha was willing to play ball. After 
seeing her in his office, they’d talked for a while, she went away and he sat back 
waiting impatiently for the breakthrough he desperately needed. 

CJ had chosen his words carefully and gave Samantha the impression that finding 
the missing gun could establish his innocence. 2 
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CHAPTER 14 
000 


All the national newspapers carried the pictures of Clive in handcuffs being taken to 
the police cell. Police had arrested the famous surgeon known for his skills in plastic 
surgery had been arrested for the murder of Ed Smythe—a soldier who was on 
compassionate leaves. Some papers were calling it a crime of passion whilst others 
referred to it as a cold-blooded murder of a man who had been fighting for his country 
to bring about peace in Iraq. After just under seventy-two hours of interrogations in 
the police cell, he was still insisting that he had nothing to do with Ed’s death. Outside 
Dr. Wedgewood’s home there were reporters trying to interview Samantha. She 
needed to go and see her husband, be with him and see what she needed to do to help 
him. Seeing all the reporters gathered outside her gate, she was frightened that, as she 
drove through, they would block her way. She asked for a police escort and a police 
car came to take her. As the car was coming out of the gate, a reporter shouted, ‘are 
you proud of your husband for what he has done, Mrs Wedgewood?’ Samantha kept 
quiet and the car drove off. She had never in her entire life felt so terrified for her own 
safety, but she had to see Clive. He was under detention in a police station down 
town. Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield had formally charged him for the murder of Ed 
Smythe, even though he had not yet found the gun that was used to shoot him, he 
figured by putting him under pressure, he would confess. 

When Samantha had reached the police station, there were more reporters there 
but, the police escort forced them out of the way and took her inside. She was 
shaking. Before she had even explained who she was, the officer in charge seemed to 
know her and took her to Clive. The cell Clive was being held in was really small, just 
Aft x 4ft, and empty, except for a wooden bench, that doubled-up as a bed. It felt quite 
cold and very claustrophobic. He had his own shirt and trousers, but they had 
removed his, socks, tie, belt and coat. The expression in his eyes was that of pain and 
sorrow. She began to cry as she saw Clive and he put his arms around his wife and 
held her. The officer left them alone, locking the cell-gate behind him. 

‘Tm innocent, Samantha...it’s the truth...I’m not a killer...yes I didn’t like it 
when I heard you were seeing your ex-husband...Oh Samantha...’ 

‘I know you are innocent, and now that I have heard it from your own lips I 
believe it even more, but it is Detective CJ Fairfield that we need to convince.’ 

‘But how?’ 

‘TIl find a way.’ 

She pulled herself away from him so that she could see his face. They sat down 
next to each other and they both thought about how they could make this nightmare 
go away. 

‘Why did they bring you in, Clive?’ 

‘They say they found my gun and that they were sure ballistics would confirm that 
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the bullets that killed your ex-husband came from it.’ 

‘How could that be? you didn’t...’ 

‘No, I didn’t. You must believe that, but...’ 

‘but what?’ 

‘The thought had crossed my mind, that’s all.’ He took a deep breath then said, 
‘you see there is no way I would have allowed anyone to take you away from me, 
because I love you, so... on the day the murder had happened I had left the 
conference early and driven to his bed-sit... no I didn’t go inside...’ 

He wiped his face gently with his hand and lowered his eyes, whilst Samantha just 
stood there gazing at him and listened to him talking. 

‘The police must have been tipped that my car was seen there... that’s why, I 
guess, they suspect me.’ 

He paused again and for a long moment, it appeared as if he had gone into a 
trance, then he gently raised his eyes to look at Samantha. He opened his mouth to say 
something, then he put his hand on his mouth as if stop himself saying anything more. 
His eyes looked so sad. Samantha continued to maintain her gaze on his face and 
there was a look of disbelief all over her own face. 

‘Where did they find the gun, Clive?’ She asked softly. 

‘They must have found it buried in a pot plant in our garden.’ 

‘But how did your gun get there?’ she probed. 

‘I put it there a time long ago.’ 

She frowned. ‘Why would you do that, you used to keep it on top of the 
wardrobe? 

He took a long time to answer. ‘Once I’d dreamt I shot someone with it. From that 
day on, I became frightened of owning a gun. To stop me using it, I buried it away.’ 

‘We really need a good lawyer,’ Samantha said. 

He opened his eyes wide. ‘Yes we do. You must contact Mr. Mason, he’s 
expensive but I’m told he is unbeatable.’ 

‘It’s not Perry Mason, or is it?’ She said with a slight grin on her face, which 
brought a grin on Clive’s face too. 

He shook his head. ‘No, but he’s just as good. His full name is Jack G. Mason. 
You'll find his number in my address book in the study.’ 

The guard came back and told Samantha that she had to leave. She nodded and 
stood up. Clive looked at her long and hard as she walked away. 

‘Help me,’ those were his last words to his wife, and it was her turn to do unto him 
as he had done unto her for so many years. Somehow, he had faith in her that she 
would. 

As she was coming out of the police station, she saw CJ Fairfield coming up the 
steps towards her. The moment he’d got to her side, she murmured, ‘in a pot plant in 
the garden.’ They passed each other as if they’d never met. 

CJ had previously convinced her that if he could find Clive’s missing gun he 
could eliminate him from the list of suspects and as she was so convinced that her 
husband did not commit the crime, she’d agreed to help. With photographers blazing 
around, the police escort put her in the car and made a wild getaway. Later, all the 
newspapers had printed one picture of her getting into the police car. As she had 
settled back in the car, she prayed she had done the right thing and couldn’t wait to 
see her husband home. She was certain that when CJ found Clive’s gun the latter 
would be convinced that her husband wasn’t the killer or at least his gun wasn’t used 
to do the killing. Just as she’d reached her home she found CJ was already there with 
a team of policemen. With the help of a metal detector, they had dug the gun out and 
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were rushing it to the ballistics department to be checked out. 

The moment she was out of the car, CJ said, ‘thank you for your help. I should 
have a result in the next hour or so and PII give instructions for your husband to be 
released unless...’ 

Samantha cut in. ‘unless what?’ 

‘Err...if we have a match, which I’m sure we won’t, we’ll need to carry out 
further investigations.’ 

‘Meaning, you won’t be able to release my husband?’ she thought for a moment 
and then said, ‘Oh, my God. Does that mean I could have been the one to provide you 
with the evidence to send him to prison for a long time?’ 

‘I’m sure it won’t come to that Mrs. Wedgewood. You, yourself have said you’re 
convinced he didn’t do it?’ 

‘But what if someone else did it using his gun?’ 

‘Well, we’ll investigate it fully before we condemn anyone. I want you to believe 
that.’ 

‘I... I just don’t know what to believe, anymore,’ Samantha shook her head in 
despair and tears begun to run down her cheeks. 

CJ put his head on her shoulder, and looking at her with compassion in his eyes he 
said, ‘the officer will take you inside, what you need is a good rest.’ 

As CJ watched her walking towards the house, he felt distinctly sorry for her. He 
knew how desperate she was to get her husband released from jail; he was hoping that 
would soon be the case. He would be able to clear him from his list of suspects and 
concentrate his efforts in finding the killer, which he knew he was going to, because 
his success rate in solving cases like this was very high. 

The following morning the papers were smeared with Samantha’s visit to see 
Clive in jail, with photos of her getting in the police car. She was still waiting to get a 
phone call from CJ Fairfield. The fact that he hadn’t called, made her think the worst. 
She hadn’t touched the breakfast Miriam had made for her. Her mind was on her 
husband Clive. The idea that she could have provided CJ with the one piece of 
evidence that could condemn her husband, weighed heavily on her mind. Miriam was 
in the kitchen using the blender. The noise bothered her so much, she put her hands 
over her ears unable to bear it, she screamed at Miriam telling her to shut it off. 

Too much was happening in her life and she was cracking down. She took herself 
to her bedroom and threw her body on the bed. ‘Why? Why? Why?’ the servants 
heard her yelling. She felt so alone, no one there to help her, no shoulder to lean on. 
The one person who had always been there for her was now locked in a police cell. 

CJ and Karina came to see her that afternoon; they were kind enough to deplore 
what had been written in the papers about her and said they had no hand in it, neither 
did they have any news that they particularly wanted to share with her. They didn’t 
want to tell her that ballistics had confirmed that Clive’s gun had been used to kill Ed. 
Neither did they want to tell her that they’d also found two sets of prints on it. One set 
belonged to Clive and that they were still looking for a match for the other set. 

“Well, was it the gun that killed Ed?’ Samantha was aching to know. 

After much hesitation, CJ nodded. ‘Yes.’ Before he could add that it did not mean 
it was her husband who had fired it, Samantha was in hysterics. 

“You tricked me, you tricked me you bastard!’ she shouted at CJ as she was 
lashing her fists out at him. The latter stood there and took the blows, thinking that if 
it made her feel better then let it be. He hated having involved her in securing the gun, 
but he felt he’d had to use every means at his disposal if he wanted to solve the case. 
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Samantha realised it was time to get in touch with the lawyer her husband had 
mentioned to her. She should have called him the day before but she thought he would 
be released and there would be no need for his service. She took herself to the study 
and opened his address book. She looked under the letter M, but couldn’t find anyone 
by the name of Mason. She selected letter J and Jack Mason was the first name on the 
list and immediately she dialled his number. Her call got taken by an answer machine: 


You have reached Jack Mason, Attorney in Law. After the 
beep, please leave your name, telephone number and a 
short message, 7 will call you back ASAP. 


After leaving her message she put the phone down and complained to her good 
self, ‘for a man of his reputation why can’t he hire a secretary to take his messages, 
instead of relying on a damn stupid machine.’ 

As she was about to leave the room, the telephone rang and she picked the 
receiver up immediately. 

‘Mrs. Wedgewood here,’ she said anxiously. 

‘Hello Mrs, Wedgewood, this is Jack Mason, I got your message.’ 

Samantha started to tell him about her husband’s arrest and he interrupted her by 
saying he knew all about it and that he had been following the case on the news and 
been reading everything that had been written in the newspapers. 

‘Dreadful,’ he said, ‘really dreadful. The press seem to have tried and condemned 
your husband without a trial.’ 

‘But he did do it, Mr. Mason,’ Samantha said. 

‘Did I hear you correctly, Mrs. Wedgewood?’ Mr Mason asked looking stunned. 

‘The police have found his gun which he used to kill the victim. They told me so.’ 

‘Compose yourself Mrs. Wedgewood, and let me give you a free piece of advice: 
DON’T YOU GO ROUND TELLING ANYONE THAT YOU THINK HE DID IT, 
EVEN IF THE POLICE SAY SO. If it should come to a trial, your testimony will be 
crucial to this case.’ 

‘I haven’t,’ she said pleadingly. 

‘Good. Keep it that way... Now I am assuming that you would like me to take on 
his case?’ 

‘Yes please.’ 

‘Without asking you, I suspect you are feeling quite distraught... falling apart is 
probably the correct phrase.’ 

‘T’m very scared that they will put him away.’ 

‘We are a very long way from that, Mrs. Wedgewood. First they would have to 
put him on trial, and then prove him guilty. That’s where I come in...’ 

‘I understand.’ 

‘Who is your doctor?’ 

‘Dr. McVeigh.’ 

‘T’m going to call him and ask him to see you at home immediately. You may 
need some medication to help you relax...and I’ll go and see your husband within the 
hour and look into the possibility of getting him released on bail.... so you hold 
tight.’ 

‘Thank you Mr. Mason.’ The line went dead. 
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It had suddenly dawned on Miriam that if Dr. Wedgewood was sent to prison and 
Samantha sold the house and moved, she was going to be out a job. That wouldn’t be 
in her interest. She immediately instructed the other two servants to provide all the 
supports her mistress required and she planned to do the same. 

Samantha’s parents, who were on holiday, had heard the news from abroad, and 
flew back immediately. The first thing they did when they re-entered UK, they went 
straight to see their daughter. 

When they got there, Dr. McVeigh was just leaving and as he knew Samantha’s 
father, Dr. Henry Page and his wife Mary, they greeted each other. 

‘It’s good you have come,’ Dr. McVeigh said to the parents. 

‘I take it you have just seen my daughter, how is she?’ 

‘She’s resting. I’ve given her a sleeping pill, which should calm her nerves and 
help her get some sleep. I wouldn’t disturb her just yet, if I was you.’ 

‘Okay Doctor McVeigh. We’ll stick around until she wakes up.’ 

“You do that. Good to see you both.’ 

‘Good to see you too doctor.’ Henry made a point of seeing the good doctor to the 
door. 

Henry and Mary went upstairs to Samantha’s bedroom, and after seeing her with 
her eyes closed, came quietly downstairs and went to sit in the lounge. 

‘Can I offer you a drink Dr. and Mrs. Page?’ Miriam said. 

‘I could do with a cup of tea,’ Mary said. 

‘And what about you Dr. Page?’ 

‘I think P’ll help myself to a whiskey.’ 

‘As you wish, you know where the drinks cabinet is,’ Miriam said and went in the 
kitchen. 

After fixing himself a drink, Henry picked up the newspaper and started flicking 
through it. He didn’t like what he was reading. 

Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield, during a previous interrogation, had told Clive 
that he had found the gun he said he’d lost, but that was not true at the time. He only 
learnt the whereabouts of the gun after Samantha had given him the information. 

Having suspected Clive as being the most likely person to have committed the 
crime, he had arrested him. He’d banked that putting him and his wife under pressure 
one of them would lead him to the missing gun. His strategy had worked. 

When Clive had learnt that he was duped by CJ and Samantha, he went into a fit. 
He couldn’t understand why his wife had grassed on him when he’d done so much for 
her. He felt so disgusted that he couldn’t wait for her to come to see him so that he 
could have a go at her. 2 
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CHAPTER 15 
000 


CJ was in his office with his legs resting on top of his desk with his eyes barely open. 
He looked tired. 

A police officer came in and gave him a huge grey envelope. He opened it 
immediately and found that the blown up photographs that he had been waiting for 
had arrived. He got up and pinned them on his office wall, one next to another. It 
appeared to show that there was indeed someone there hiding behind the bush; 
however, the image was not clear enough to identify who it was. 

Despite reservations, arrangements were being made for the case of Dr. Clive 
Wedgewood v/s Ed Smythe to be heard at the Old Bailey, Courtroom 1. It was feared 
that Judge Michael Peterson was going to preside over it. As it was a high profile 
case, security was expected to be high. 

CJ wanted to have an air-tight case against Clive. He certainly didn’t want to have 
the wrong person going to jail. He looked at Karina who was sitting at her desk in the 
opposite corner of the room and said, ‘I think it’s time we paid that woman in black a 
visit.’ 

“You mean the one we met at the cemetery?’ 

‘Who else?’ CJ responded sounding somewhat irate. ‘Did you manage to get her 
name?’ 

‘Salwa Shabout.’ 

‘I didn’t realise she was foreign.’ 

‘Iranian.’ 

‘No wonder she is so beautiful!’ 

‘I didn’t know they were your type?’ 

‘They aren’t, I just like beautiful women.’ 

‘Anytime you want a divorce, my dear husband, just let me know.’ 

‘TIl never ask you for one, nor will I give you one.’ 

‘You are beginning to sound... oh never mind... Salwa lives at 27 Lower 
Roadway, Chatham, ME4 4EP’ 

‘Let’s go,’ said CJ. 
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Half an hour later Salwa was shocked to see CJ and Karina standing on her 
doorstep. 

‘How did you find me?’ Salwa asked looking perplexed. 

‘We have ways,’ CJ said. ‘Can we come inside?’ 

‘Hmm...I have nothing to tell you.’ 
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‘But we have, Karina said. 

She opened the door wider. ‘Come in, if you must.’ 

Having managed to persuade Samantha to get her husband to reveal where he had 
stashed the gun, CJ wondered if he could use yet another trick to obtain Salwa 
Shabout’s fingerprints. 

‘Miss Shabout, we’re here because we have reason to believe you murdered Ed 
Smythe.’ 

‘What? Are you crazy? I did no such thing,’ she protested loudly. 

“You were seen leaving his apartment on the day and time the murder took place.’ 
That wasn’t strictly true. Someone had reported that they had seen a woman walking 
away but the description given resembled Samantha more than Salwa. 

“You’re bluffing; otherwise I would have been arrested days ago.’ 

‘All in good time, Miss Shabout, all in good time,’ CJ replied. 

‘We have evidence to prove that you did it.’ 

“What kind of evidence?’ 

“Your finger prints were on the gun you used to kill him.’ 

Again, that was speculation. All he had was a fingerprint of a second person but 
he hadn’t yet identified who that person was. However, when he made the accusation, 
the expression on Salwa’s face suddenly changed. She didn’t even ask what gun, as if 
she already knew what gun CJ was talking about. She took out a cigarette from a 
packet lying on her coffee table and put it in her mouth. 

‘Have you got a match?’ she asked looking straight at CJ. 

CJ pulled out a matchbook from his pocket and gave it to her. She used the last 
match it contained and threw the matchbook in the ashtray lying on the coffee table. 
CJ picked it up carefully, saying he needed it for his collection. 

Salwa decided to call CJ’s bluff. ‘If you think you’ve got something on me then 
arrest me.’ 

‘All in good time, Miss Shabout, all in good time,’ CJ said. ‘We’ll be seeing each 
other again, so don’t leave town.’ 

As the duo detectives left, Salwa got on the phone and started to talk to someone 
in Persian. She looked pale and her hands were trembling. 
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‘Why did you accuse her, we’ve got nothing on her?’ Karina questioned CJ. 

‘I think we do now,’ CJ said with a confident grin on his face as he showed Karina 
the matchbook. As soon as we get back, I will give it to the lab for analysis. 

‘I always knew you could be devious but not to that extent.’ 

“Whatever helps to solve a case, is okay with me.’ 

‘What would you have done if she’d never asked you for a match?’ 

‘T’d have found another way. Now, I’m famished, do you fancy a sandwich?’ 

‘I know a little café just down the road.’ 

‘Lead on and Pl follow.’ 


The odd thing was that Salwa Shabout had been a one night stand, a bit of fun that 
had come along at a time Ed needed company. But that was not how Salwa saw it. By 
the time she’d discovered she was pregnant with Ed’s child, the latter was nowhere to 
be seen. When she eventually learned that he’d gone into the army, she knew she 
either had to bring up the baby on her own or get rid of it. That wasn’t an easy choice 
but eventually she had to choose. In the end, she used a wire from a coat hanger to 
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cause a miscarriage. In the process, she caused herself extensive damage leading to 
her having to have an emergency hysterectomy. The blood infection itself nearly 
killed her. Ever since then she’d been in and out of a psychiatric unit. Having left all 
her family in Iran, with just one cousin living and working near Leeds Castle, with 
whom she had some contact, it had left her with very little support. She had thought of 
going back but she loved England better than her own country. She had come to 
England in search of a better future but things hadn’t worked out as she had wanted. 


Kk K 


Samantha, wondering how her husband was coping in the police cell, went to visit 
him and within seconds of them seeing each other, realised how angry Clive was with 
her. She tried to explain that she had been tricked into thinking that finding the gun 
would bring about his release and it wasn’t an act of betrayal on her part. Clive had 
difficulty buying her story. 

‘There are many kinds of betrayal,’ Clive said. ‘I can’t believe I shared a piece of 
information with you and you went to pass it on to that damn detective.’ 

‘I was trying to be helpful... trying to find a way to get you out of this cell...’ 

‘Alright you haven’t betrayed me!’ He said that so loud that it frightened her and 
she moved a few steps back. 

Then she looked away and buried her face in her hands. 

He moved closer to her. “Try to understand me; I at least expect a bit of loyalty 
from my wife.’ 

She nodded. 

“You do realise if this should go to a trial, which I’m certain it will, you’re most 
likely going to be called as a witness... I dread to think what you’re going to say. Are 
you going to say something that will save my neck or something that will make sure 
they put a rope around it and hang me until I’m dead.’ 

‘I don’t want them to do that.’ She shook her head. 

‘I remember how you made a big point of saying you may not come to love me 
but you would always stand by me. Do you remember that?’ 

She nodded. ‘Yes,’ and turned her back to him holding both hands against her 
mouth, reflecting. 

‘Maybe asking you to marry me was the biggest mistake I’ve made. You loved 
what I had to offer, but you had no intention of offering me anything except a child, 
isn’t it? Most probably because you wanted one too.’ 

She shook her head and turned to gaze at him. ‘I promised you a child, as you 
wanted, but I never promised you...’ 

‘Yes I know,’ Clive interrupted her, “you never promised to love me, but to be 
loyal, supportive, and sincere... those as far as you are concerned, were not part of the 
arrangement.’ 

Samantha snapped. ‘Yes I’ve never said I love you, but there must have been 
unexpressed love there. No one goes to bed with someone with the intention of having 
a child based on liking alone... like you, I’d hope in time I’d learn to love you and 
after five years together we’ve been good together. You can’t just love someone just 
because the other person wants you to, but I have been devoted to you.’ She banged 
her head with her hands as if to drive out the intense headache that was torturing her.’ 
She turned to look at him again and said, ‘why don’t you strangle me here and now 
and be done with it?’ 

‘Tm no killer, but you don’t believe that do you?’ He looked sternly at her as she 
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tried to find the right response. ‘I was stupid enough to think if I gave a woman 
everything, she would kiss and worship the ground I walk on... how wrong could I 
have been?’ 

Samantha went to sit on the bench in his cell, her right hand to her mouth, she 
looked spent. 

‘Life in this cell is killing me and they might as well just get it over with and be 
done with it. I think you should stop coming to see me until the trial is over.’ 

‘I’m sorry to hear that, Clive,’ she said with great sadness in her voice. She got up 
from the bench and called the guard to open the cell. 

Before she left she looked straight into her husband’s eyes and said, ‘I hope in 
time you will believe that I was only trying to help, although I now realise I may have 
made matters worse. Hopefully you will be able to forgive me.’ 

Clive appeared calmer. ‘Jack Mason has come to see me. Whilst he did his best to 
reassure me that he could win this case, I got the distinct feeling that he was just 
saying that to ease my fears.’ 

‘Tve talked to him,’ Samantha revealed, ‘and he sounds like he is good at what he 
does. I have faith in him and I think you should too.’ 

‘I know what I’m going to do.’ 

“What is that?’ 

‘I think you better go now. I need to sleep a bit.’ 

Samantha left, feeling totally drained. 2 


CHAPTER 16 
000 


Whilst he was preparing his case, Jack Mason visited Samantha frequently. He had a 
number of talks with her, on her own. He also had several conversations with her 
parents, Dr. Henry Page, Mrs. Mary Page and all the servants. 

Talking to Samantha he said, ‘before you take the stand, I want you to be sure that 
you say only what you know instead of what you think you know. It is important that 
you understand this, Mrs. Wedgewood,’ Mason said. It was a case he desperately 
wanted to win to add to the long string of cases he had already won, making him such 
a popular lawyer. As his popularity had gone up, so had his fees. 

‘I understand,’ Samantha said quietly. 

Mason was the kind of man who did not beat around the bush. He was direct and 
very brutal with words. His hair had streaks of grey and he wore it long, often tied in a 
pony tail. His face was pale and he was in his fifties. He always wore a stripped suit 
and dark ties. He was a smart man, both in the way he looked and in the way he went 
about his business. 

‘I know you have talked to my husband; do you think he is guilty?’ 

‘If I did, Mrs Wedgewood, I wouldn’t have taken his case.’ That was not strictly 
true. On several occasions he had defended people who were blatantly guilty as long 
as they could pay. In fact, these were the types of cases he enjoyed most and made his 
reputation from. For him winning was what kept his adrenalin flowing. 

‘Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield said my husband’s finger prints were on the gun 
and the shots that killed my ex-husband came from that gun.’ 

“Your husband owned that gun, of course his finger prints would be all over it. As 
for the bullets that killed your ex-husband coming from that gun, someone else could 
have seen Dr. Wedgewood bury the gun in the pot plant, taken it, used it and put it 
back.’ 

‘But who?’ 

‘This is not for you or me to find out... your job is to believe your husband is 
innocent until proven guilty and my job is to ensure the jury renders a verdict of not 
guilty.’ 

‘If, as you say, someone else may have used the gun, wouldn’t their prints be on 
the gun?’ 

‘Not if that person had worn gloves.’ Jack Mason said. At that point, he wasn’t 
aware that a second print, besides that of Clive, had been found on the gun. 

‘Ts the trial going to be rough?’ 

‘To be honest with you, Mrs. Wedgewood, I think they’re going to drag out a lot 
of history that could be very painful for you. So be prepared.’ 

She knew what he meant. She had already experienced a bit from Clive before he 
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was arrested, although that was nothing compared to what awaited her in court. 

‘But we’re going to win this case... okay, that is all for today. I’ll see you again 
before the trial. Meanwhile stay calm.’ 

Samantha nodded. ‘Thank you.’ 

She saw him out. He looked like a man who knew what he was doing and she 
liked his confidence. Beneath his hard exterior, she had a sense he was warm and 
caring. As she closed the front door, she was glad Clive had chosen him as his 
defence lawyer. 


Kk K 


The next morning Samantha was at the breakfast table. With her coffee, Miriam 
had served her bacon, egg, baked beans and toast. All she had was the coffee and a 
piece of toast. She glanced at the day’s newspaper and couldn’t believe what had been 
written. There was an article in the gossip section, which claimed she had been having 
an affair with her ex-husband and when her husband had found out, he’d killed him 
instead of her. How could the paper get away with printing such lies? She shouted, 
and threw the paper in the bin. 


38 38 K 


It was 3 p.m. in February when the trial of Wedgewood v/s Smythe had opened at 
the Old Bailey, in Courtroom 1. Way back in November it had been predicted that it 
was going to be the worst winter in decades and everyone in Britain was asked to 
brace themselves. Come December the temperatures had started to plunge as a swathe 
of cold air from the Arctic had swept across the UK. Heavy wintry showers had 
already caused widespread chaos with below-average temperatures predicted to linger 
until the end of February. But there was only one important thing that Samantha had 
to brace herself for, and that was the possibility of husband Clive being found guilty. 

Samantha, with her daughter Misty, had arrived in her parents’ car followed by a 
police escort to ensure that she got to the courtroom safely. Her parents hadn’t said a 
single word to her since they’d left the house. She looked worn out when they got out 
of the car, and two police officers assisted her silently up the steps of the courthouse. 
She was wearing a grey overcoat with white fur collar, a matching hat which the wind 
nearly blew away as the press descended on them in a wave. The two police officers 
had to fight to keep them away. As Samantha was seated she recalled Jack Mason 
telling her how painful it was going to be for her, especially if he needed to call her to 
the stand, as a character reference for her husband. 

The court usher appeared and asked everyone to stand as Presiding Judge Michael 
Peterson entered in his black robe, took his seat and gazed around the courtroom. He 
was of medium height with a harsh face, and wore a white fleecy wig. 

Being a high profile case, security was tight. Despite the cold weather there was a 
huge crowd outside the courtroom. Inside, a tense audience was listening to the 
opening remarks of the crown prosecutor. In his statement he assured the jury and the 
courtroom at large that what they were dealing with here was a murder, a crime of 
passion by a man who was more than twice the age of his young and beautiful wife. 
He told them that Dr. Clive Wedgewood, who had sworn that if anyone should dare 
try taking his wife away from him, he would kill them and that was exactly what he 
had done when he thought that was what Ed Smythe was going to do. Samantha 
gripped her hands tightly as she listened to the words, and he seemed to drone on for 
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hours about what an overprotective man Clive had always been. 

Jack Mason’s statement was totally different and very reassuring. He told the 
court that Dr. Clive Wedgewood was a decent, honest family man and a respectable 
member of the community. He adored his wife and had total faith in her and that she 
would not deceive him in anyway. It was true that he was protective and had in a 
conversation said that he would kill anyone who tried to take her away from him, but 
that was just a figure of speech. He had spent his entire career as a surgeon saving 
lives and helping people to feel better about themselves. He could never hurt anyone 
let alone kill anyone; even a fly was safe with him. Subsequently, the defence was 
going to prove that he was no killer. He then walked slowly to face the jury, looking 
at each one in the eye, as he spoke to them. If you as jurors listen to the evidence 
carefully, I’m sure you will move for acquittal, he said. 

Sitting in the dock was the accused, Dr. Clive Wedgewood. To every question the 
crown prosecutor put to him, he surprisingly acquiesced. Thus confessing to a crime, 
he was accused of having committed, much to the surprise of Jack Mason, who got up 
immediately to object, saying that his client was not of the right mind. The judge 
ordered Mason to sit down and when he refused, the judge told him that if he did not 
sit down immediately he was going to hold him in contempt of court. Reluctantly 
Mason sat down. As the judge was about to give his verdict, Detective Inspector CJ 
Fairfield entered the courtroom and handed a note to him. 

Samantha was stunned at her husband’s confession. She had no idea he was going 
to throw in the towel like that but then she remembered him saying J know what I’m 
going to do the last time she was with him in the police cell. She hadn’t understood 
what had he meant then and he’d never explained to her either, but now she knew. 
She was sure that Detective Fairfield had brought additional evidence to convict her 
husband that she felt was totally unnecessary since Clive had already foolishly 
admitted to the crime he was charged for without even giving Jack Mason a chance to 
plead his innocence. Why he did it, baffled her. 

After reading the note, Judge Peterson immediately called a recess and asked the 
council for the prosecution and defence, including Inspector Fairfield to join him in 
his chambers. 

There was confusion inside the courtroom, and the crowd outside, watching on big 
screen, was equally confused. People who had come to watch the court proceedings 
and were sure that Dr. Wedgewood was going to be found guilty wondered if they 
would be able to see the end of this case, and those who had kept an open mind on the 
case felt they were being denied a chance to listen to the arguments from both the 
prosecutor and defence so that they could make up their own mind. 

Five minutes or so later, the judge reopened the session and made his concluding 
remark. ‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ Judge Peterson said solemnly as he addressed the 
members of the jury. “It would appear that had we continued with this case there 
could have been a miscarriage of justice. It would also appear that Dr. Clive 
Wedgewood is innocent of the crime he himself has said he’d committed. Why he did 
that, at this moment in time I can not tell, but what I can tell you for sure is that in 
light of new evidence that has just come to light, I am releasing him.’ Then turning to 
Clive he said, ‘Dr. Clive Wedgewood, you are free to go for now, with the 
understanding that you will not leave town, until this matter is settled. Is that clear?’ 

‘Yes, sir.” Clive looked like he was in a daze. 

The judge once again turned to the jury, ‘you will be notified if this case is indeed 
dismissed, which looks most certainly like it will be. Thank you for your work so far.’ 

After the usher had asked everyone in court to stand up, the judge stood up and 
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left, leaving people both inside and outside of the court with mixed feelings. 

Jack Mason approached Clive and said, ‘smile Dr. Wedgewood, you are a free 
man.’ 

‘Am I, he said, as if he couldn’t care whether he was or not, as if he didn’t want 
the trial to have ended that way! He glanced at his wife Samantha and daughter Misty 
who were sitting down inside the courtroom not too far from where he was. 
Samantha’s parents were also there. He stood as if his feet were glued to the floor. 
Samantha and Misty went to him. He looked at Samantha and he could see how the 
strain had worn her out, then he turned his gaze to Misty, took her in his arms and 
kissed her several times. He put an arm around Samantha’s shoulders, without even 
giving her a kiss and said ‘let’s go home.’ Slowly they walked out of the courtroom. 
Three quarters of the crowd outside booed, because from what they had read in the 
papers they had already concluded he was guilty as charged, not to mention that he 
himself had admitted being guilty. With the help of police officers, the Wedgewoods 
forged their way through the crowd. The car drove away leaving a huge number of 
people in the crowd dissatisfied with the verdict. 

The evening papers were filled with tales of how Clive had confessed to 
murdering Ed Smythe but yet he was released. They, of course, had not been briefed 
yet that the real murderer had been found. 

By midday on the next day, with the evidence CJ Fairfield and Karina had 
gathered, Jack Mason asked Judge Peterson to sign the order and the case against 
Wedgewood v/s Smythe was officially dismissed. Clive was a free man again. The 
prosecution was ready to try Salwa Shabout; an Iranian girl made pregnant by Ed 
Smythe and who had then left her to fend for herself. 

After the lab results had shown that the finger prints on the gun matched with 
those on the matchbook, CJ, with two police officers, went to arrest Salwa and found 
she had disappeared. He knew the trial of Wedgewood v/s Smythe was on and he had 
very little time to find her. 

The weather was still very cold with occasional periods of sleet and rain which CJ 
hated. He was well wrapped to prevent his brain from freezing up. His first thought 
was that Salwa had left the country and had flown back to Iran. 

‘Check with the airports,’ Karina was told. 

Using CJ’s I-phone she emailed them a photo and asked the security guards to be 
on the look out for her. 

CJ was pleased with himself that he’d taken a photo of Salwa when he’d first met 
her and still had it on his mobile. He then asked Karina to check the phone records to 
see if Salwa had made any calls and if so, to whom. She remembered Salwa had 
revealed having a cousin who lived somewhere in Kent. She’d found Salwa had made 
two calls and both were to her cousin. The duo detectives went to the address they’d 
been given by the social security department. When they got there they’d found the 
front door of the basement flat where Salwa’s cousin was staying was open and there 
was no one inside. As CJ was coming out of the basement he’d noticed an old woman 
occupying the first floor looking through her window. 

‘Are you from the police,’ the old woman asked. 

‘Yes,’ CJ answered. Before he could ask his question, the woman said, ‘If you’re 
looking for Akbar, you’ve just missed him.’ 

‘Is Akbar the man who lives in this basement?’ 

“Yes, and he had a woman with him. I’ve seen her couple of times before.’ 

CJ showed her a photo of Salwa. ‘Was that the woman?’ 

“Yes, that’s her,’ she’d happily confirmed. 
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‘Do you know where they went?’ 

‘No... but they looked like they were in a hurry. I said ‘hi’ to Akbar, he looked at 
me and didn’t even respond. Quite unusual, I must say.’ 

‘How did they leave?’ 

‘By car, of course... an old red Nissan I believe.’ 

“You don’t happen to know the registration number, do you?’ 

‘I used to, but not anymore... sorry... my memory isn’t as good as it used to be.’ 

CJ was very grateful to the old woman and thanked her. 

‘Always happy to help the police,’ the old woman replied. ‘Too many of them in 
this country and most of them are up to no good. Hopefully Brexit will put an end to 
this.’ 

CJ had immediately asked his police station to put a call out, asking traffic cops 
and patrol officers in police cars to keep their eyes open for an old red Nissan. 

Seconds later a call came to the police station. 

‘15 to central, anyone there?’ 

‘Hello 15,’ the policewoman taking the called responded. ‘What have you got?’ 

‘A red Nissan has just passed me. It’s going very fast.’ 

‘Where is it, 15?’ 

‘On the M20 and it appears to be heading towards Gatwick airport... Oh God... 
this guy is really in a hurry... I’m going after this son of a bitch.’ 

Patrol No.15 gave chase. Realising that the police was on their tail, the driver sped 
up. By then other police cars had joined in the chase and quickly forced the red 
Nissan off the road. Both Salwa, together with the driver, were arrested and taken to 
the police station. 

During their interrogation the duo detectives uncovered that Salwa had worked as 
a servant in Dr. Wedgewood household for almost four and half years before she’d 
left for another better paid job. When she’d learnt that Ed was back from Iraq, she’d 
gone to confront him on the day that he’d invited Samantha round for a cup of iced 
tea. When she saw Samantha talking to Ed, she hid herself in the bush. As Samantha 
left, she had barged her way into Ed’s bed-sit. After an altercation, she shot him and 
then returned the gun in the pot-plant where she had previously seen Clive hiding it. 
BS 
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CHAPTER 17 
000 


Although Clive was now a free man he was far from being a happy man and his wife 
Samantha could feel it and knew what was weighing on his mind. At a time when he 
needed her support and needed her to believe in him, she had inadvertently let him 
down. If CJ Fairfield hadn’t found the real murderer, by Samantha helping him to find 
the gun, her husband could have been sent to jail for a crime he didn’t commit. 

The house they were living in was quite huge. Clive had lived there with his two 
previous wives. Although it was his house, by virtue of marriage it was also 
Samantha’s. When she had first moved in, she and Miriam had not seen eye-to-eye 
and resentment set in, however their relationship had improved after she had 
complained to Clive and from that point onwards Miriam had started to treat her 
politely, though there was hardly any warmth in their conversations with each other. 

Since Clive had become a free man again, for a while it was pretty rough going. 
Clive had left his marital bed and was sleeping in the spare bedroom. Samantha and 
Clive only talked to each other when it was absolutely necessary. They continued to 
have meals together because neither of them wanted the servants to know that they 
were having marital issues. When they had reasons to argue, they made a point of not 
doing so in front of the servants, especially not in front of Misty. The last thing both 
wanted was to fuel gossip or cause unnecessary distress to their child. Despite their 
best efforts, on a couple of occasions they had both unintentionally openly lashed out 
at each other. 

Clive kept himself busy and kept himself to himself. When he was not working he 
spent long hours in his study and sometimes he would even sleep on his desk or on 
the couch he had in one corner of the study. Samantha became very lonely. Slowly 
they were seen less and less together. 

Clive did not ask for a divorce, although had he done so, Samantha would’ve 
agreed because the one thing she would never have done was to stay in a dead 
marriage just for appearances sake. But she was not going to leave things as they 
were. 

One evening, Samantha saw Clive in his study and she decided to have a téte-a- 
téte with him. 

‘T’m sorry if I have hurt you Clive.’ 

‘Sometimes we hurt the very people we love without meaning to. But then you 
never did love me, did you?’ Clive said. 

Samantha didn’t know how to answer that question. She turned her head away 
from Clive, deep in thought. 

‘Can you ever love me and trust me Samantha?’ Clive needed to know. 

Samantha immediately turned her head and gazed at her husband, looking very 
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sad. After some thought, her right hand on her heart, she said in a depressing voice, ‘I 
don’t know.’ Her eyes were narrowed but deep, and her face was sad. 

He looked at her, his eyes fixed onto hers, “you don’t know, well I know...I don’t 
want this anymore Samantha, I’m sorry I ever did.’ 

Samantha’s jaw dropped immediately. She looked at him with miserable eyes and 
then after closing them for a moment, she re-opened them and repeated, ‘I am truly 
sorry I’ve hurt you Clive...whatever you want to, I'll do.’ Her voice sounded like she 
was in deep pain. His look was torturing her so much so that it forced her to shift her 
eyes away from him and then look at him again, ‘I think I ought to go away until we 
can talk things over calmly, with less pain, and later we’ll decided about everything, 
decently.’ There was a pause and her eyes never left his. ‘I’ll leave immediately.’ 


Kk K 


Samantha spent the next three months quietly at her parents’ house. She stayed in 
the spare room and didn’t want to see anyone. Occasionally she would come out of 
her room and sit quietly in the garden reviewing her life with Ed, then with Clive. 
Both of them had been different and there had been good times as well as bad times. 
Now that Ed was really history, all that was left was for her to cherish the good times 
and to pretend the bad ones never existed. It was her life with Clive that she had to 
focus her mind on. Of course whether they still had a future together was not entirely 
dependent on her; Clive had to want it too. Whilst she was deep in her thoughts, she 
saw her dad coming. She gazed at him and watched him approaching. When he was 
about two feet away from her, he stopped and they stared at each other. Each one 
trying to predict what the other was thinking. Her dad continued to approach her and 
she stood up and walked towards him, until they were in close proximity of each 
other. Without saying a word, they hugged each other. 

‘When yov’re ready to talk, we will,’ her father whispered in her ears. 

‘Thank you, dad.’ 

She felt that despite what had gone on in the past, he hadn’t given up on her and 
he still cared. That meant a lot to her. They walked back into the house and shared a 
drink together. 

Being at her parents’ house, although she felt comfortable, wasn’t the same as 
being in her own home with her husband and child. She said to her dad that she had a 
lot to say to him, but the right time hadn’t come yet. He eyed her hopefully. He had 
every confidence that she would make the right decision. He was curious to know if 
she was planning to move back to the Wedgewood mansion and took the chance to 
ask her. She nodded hesitantly. She wouldn’t have been sorry to leave that house, but 
she knew her daughter Misty would, because she loved being there and she loved her 
dad probably more than she loved her. She also knew that there was no way she was 
going to go back unless Clive wanted her there and was willing to let bygones be 
bygones. 

‘If the worst should come to the worst,’ she said, she would settle for a small 
apartment as long as she had her daughter with her. 

‘Is that all?’ Her dad’s eyes were sad as he’d asked her. 

He knew how she wanted a nice house, to bring up a family with a man she could 
respect and be happy with. She had found that man but something had gone wrong 
along the way and he wondered if it was still possible for her to get back on track. He 
knew she was wiser than she previously was and had more life experience under her 
belt. 
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They had finished their drink and Samantha kissed her dad on the forehead and 
went back to her room. 

She had a little picture of Misty in a tiny frame resting on her bedside table. She 
picked the frame up and looked at her daughter with tears running down her cheeks. 
She felt so cruel leaving her behind, but she knew Clive would take good care of her. 
She changed into a long, white satin negligee, and looked at herself long and hard in 
the mirror. Despite being a few years older, she hadn’t changed much. Her figure had 
stayed virtually the same, even after having given birth to a baby, but she definitely 
looked wiser. However, her eyes told a very different story. They said she had lived 
different lives at two different times. As she sat on the edge of her bed for a very brief 
moment she thought of Ed, but quickly closed her eyes and opened them again willing 
herself to refocus her mind on Clive, the man who did so much for her. She had made 
all the apologies she could to him and now it was in his hands. He alone could decide 
if there was anything worth salvaging. 


Kk k 


Back at the Wedgewood household, both Clive and Misty were missing 
Samantha. Clive wasn’t sleeping well despite the fact that he was spending more time 
than usual in his bed. 

‘Dad, where is mum?’ Misty asked. 

“Your mum has gone away; she needs some time on her own.’ 

‘Doesn’t mum love us anymore, dad?’ 

‘She does, sweetheart. Both your mum and I love you very much.’ 

‘Miriam said that you and mum are splitting up.’ 

Clive frowned and he was not amused. ‘Miriam told you that?’ 

She nodded. 

‘If it should come to it, your mum and I will always love you.’ 

‘I don’t want you to separate... Is it something I did, dad? ...because if it is P’ll be 
extra good from now on.’ 

‘No sweetheart, you haven’t done anything wrong. This is entirely our fault, not 
yours. You’re a great daughter and we are so proud to be your parents. We love you.’ 

‘I love you too dad, but I also love my mummy and I miss her.’ 

‘I know, sweetheart. Maybe you should write her a little letter.’ 

‘Oh, can I, dad?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Thank you, dad!’ She kissed her dad and ran to her room. 


Kk K 


A week later, Misty received a letter from Samantha. After reading it, she came to 
her dad’s bedroom to show it to him but found that he was fast asleep. She stood there 
for a while looking at him and deciding if she should wake him up or not. She finally 
decided to place the letter on his bed and walked back to her room. She took off her 
gown and shoes and got back into her bed. Hours later, Miriam entered her room and 
saw her awake. 

‘Good morning Misty, did you have a nice sleep?’ 

She nodded. ‘I saw daddy?’ 

‘Where?’ 
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‘I went to his room.’ 

‘But you didn’t wake him up, did you?’ 

‘Misty shook her head, ‘no,’ she said sweetly. 

‘Oh, that’s a good girl,’ Miriam said to her and as she turned round she saw Clive 
standing by Misty’s bedroom doorway in his pyjamas and gown holding the letter in 
his hands. 

‘Good morning Dr. Wedgewood.’ 

‘Good morning Miriam,’ he said looking dejected. He saw his daughter in bed. He 
walked slowly towards her and sat on the edge of her bed. 

‘Hi,’ he said softly to his daughter who sat up straight away and gazed at her dad. 
‘I read mummy’s letter.’ He paused for a moment and then added, ‘it’s a... nice... 
nice letter.’ He immediately put his arms around her and gave her a little tender kiss 
on her lips. They stared at each other for a few seconds and he then gave her a bigger 
kiss on her right cheek before going upstairs to dress himself. 

A short while later he was at the table, and Miriam served him breakfast. Miriam 
was privately delighted that Samantha had gone and if she should never return she 
would be extremely happy as she would be able to regain her powerbase. 

‘It is shameful for Mrs. Wedgewood to have gone away like that,’ Miriam said. 

Clive looked at her with stern eyes and asked, ‘what did you say?’ 

‘It’s no good her leaving a child like that,’ Miriam answered. 

He shook his head. ‘Did you tell my daughter that my wife and I are splitting up?’ 

Taken aback Miriam stammered. ‘Misty asked me where her mum was and I had 
to tell her.’ 

‘I see.’ Clive just couldn't believe what he was hearing. ‘You know what 
Miriam... I don’t employ you to pass judgement on my wife and it’s not up to you to 
brief my daughter on what you perceive is happening.’ 

‘I’m sorry Dr. Wedgewood.’ 

“You should be, because you’re fired. I want you to pack your things and leave 
this house immediately.’ 

He put his hand in his pocket and pulled out his chequebook. He wrote a cheque 
and gave it to her. ‘This should more than cover what you are owed. Now get out!’ 

Miriam picked up the cheque, put on her coat and as she was leaving, the house 
phone rang. She was about to pick it up when Clive shouted: ‘Don’t touch it! Just go.’ 

Clive then picked up the handset. After composing himself he said, ‘Dr. 
Wedgewood here.’ 

‘Clive,’ the voice on the other end of the line said. ‘This is Mary Page. Samantha 
has just been rushed to hospital.’ 

He looked very attentive. ‘What happened?’ 

‘She took an overdose of sleeping pills.’ 

‘Which hospital is she at?’ 

‘Maidstone General... Casualty Department.’ 

‘Thank you, thank you very much.’ He went into a reflective mode. He didn’t 
even tell his mother-in-law whether or not he was going to be there. It took him a long 
time to put the phone back on its cradle. 

Since his wife had gone, he had been miserable and he had missed her a lot. Thirty 
minutes later Clive was at Samantha’s bedside in the observation ward. She was 
asleep when he’d arrived. Sitting by her side were her parents. 

‘She has been given a gastric lavage,’ Mary told Clive, ‘and the casualty doctor 
said she is out of danger.’ 

Clive went to have a chat with the casualty doctor to get first hand information 
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and when he’d returned to the bedside Samantha was awake, but looked exhausted, 
weak and miserable. When she saw her husband, she gazed at him briefly and then 
turned her face to her side. Clive sat down next to her and stared at her without saying 
a word. Samantha turned her head to gaze at Clive again. She looked at him trying to 
say something, but stopped short of saying anything not sure what exactly to say, and 
lowered her eyes. From the expression on her face, it was obvious that she was 
aching. With her eyes looking away, she started to cry. Clive began to feel very sorry 
for her and extended his right hand to touch her face. Hesitantly she turned her whole 
body towards him and they hugged each other. Without a word being said, they 
understood each other and knew they had forgiven each other. 

Later than evening Clive took his wife home to rebuild their lives together 
again. 


- The end - 
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Sydney S Chellen 


Enrico Swanson was a hard working man. Weary of the bleakness of his 
future, in his homeland where the rich got richer and the poor got poorer, 
he gathered his belongings and boarded a ship to a land of plenty. After 
he married Henrietta, his small wage working as a Civil Engineer was 
just about enough to pay his mortgage. He held two jobs working very 
long hours to provide for his small family. Enrico and Henrietta kept 
themselves to themselves. It was lst September 2011 and they were 
excited because their daughter Petra, a 25-year-old university graduate 
from London, was returning home after four years of absence. They had 
cooked the best dinner they could afford to welcome her. What happened 
a week after her return launched a series of events that would trouble and 
haunt the Swanson family for years! 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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A series of four books on SEX, LIES, and MURDER 


“ A great read that “This is a good piece of narrative. The 


i; keeps you on the plot is simple and there are few 
edge of your seat characters, which makes for easy reading 
wanting to know and understanding. The writing style is 
more!! brisk. Definitely, Sydney S Chellen is a 
Amzor eustomer good storyteller and his novel is very 


enjoyable. Hopefully the story could 
become the basis for a film script.” 


Prega Valaydon, Mauritius. 


TO Sex! Lies:arid Murdër 


BOOK 1: The folly of Laura is a prequel to a touch of Desire 


Laura is married to a successful surgeon and has just moved into 
a new house in Islington with her 7 year old son. One morning when she 
is home alone, a stranger comes in and rapes her. Fearing that her 
husband will blame her for allowing it to happen, she decides not to 


report the crime to the police. 
Days later the stranger returns and bizarrely Laura starts an affair with him but soon after, 
decides to break off the illicit relationship. 


Coincidentally someone kidnaps her son. After discovering the 
identity of the abductor, she decides to meet with him. Can Laura rescue 
her son and save her marriage? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-45 1-2 


-$ “A great sequel “After reading the first book, I 
$ YDNEY § to the first book — Sex, was happy to learn there was 
lies and murder — the more, and I wasn’t 
folly of Laura. disappointed! As good if not 
If you were gripped by better than the first and I hope 
ii the first novel, you to read more stories with the 
MUST read on...” enterprising CJ Fairfield in the 
R Amazon customer. future!” 
Amazon Customer. 


Sex, Lies atd under 


BOOK 2: A touch of Desire is a Sequel to the novel the folly of Laura 


Laura’s best friend, Desiré, is a retired model who is married to antique art dealer, Peter 
Emery. Bored with her dull and lonely life, she periodically frequents a brothel for distraction until one 
day a man comes to clean her swimming pool. She starts an affair with him and very quickly falls for 


him hook, line and sinker. 
Who is this man? Is he the man who will bring Desiré the happiness she craves, or is he a devil 
in disguise with nothing but vengeance on his mind? 


978-1-78280-452-9 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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Sex, Lies and Murder 


BOOK 3: 

Revenge of the Beast is the third book in the series SEX, 
LIES & MURDER. It is a sequel to book one: The Folly 
of Laura and book two, A touch of Desire. 


Antonio Bellucci is presumed dead when he was shot 
twice and ran into the sea in Herne Bay, Kent, England. 
Is he the road to happiness for Desiré or the worst 
nightmare for the Wilsons? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


"A successful one! So interesting that I felt sorry when I reached the last page and I 
start looking forward for the 4th book. The thirst for the next book is well created by 
(a) the mystery around the ghost and the first session of exorcism which needs to be 
renewed; (b) the development in Medicines; (c) the body that disappeared." vicky Duva 


Mauritian reader. 
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Warm up those cold winter nights with these 
books. Be part of this exclusive group of readers! 
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Sex Lies and Murder 


A"Great, great, great. Amazing 
ending." Vicky Duval, 
Mauritian reader 


BOOK 4: 

Death at the Geldens Hotel is the fourth book is the series 
SEX, LIES & MURDER. Michaela Wilson had it all—a 
successful career, a brand new house, and a loving husband. 
Whilst on honeymoon on the island of Mauri Tsui, she is 
tragically strangled in her hotel room. This senseless act of 
brutality robbed this beautiful English rose of a wonderful 
and vibrant life. 


On the hunt is Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. Will he risk 
his life to find the killer or killers or will it just be another 
open and shut case? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-758-2 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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“A very interesting book! 
Sydney S Chellen is a great 
writer with fascinating 
imagination! First time I 


“I read the book. Very 
nice one. Lovely story, 
very creative and spicy. 
The last sentence 


3 find myself clinging so touched my soul.” 
A much to reading a book. Vanisha Soodoo, 
3 Interrupting the reading was Public Relations 
a done only when there was Officer. 
A ay == great need to do so. Interest 
tz Alo Cam Kevi a is maintained all through 
oe ng : me a in out. If the word “end” was — «y E EE EE eee 
ae ee tas not written I would have hase 2 
: novel... quite a nice 
kept turning the pages for story.” 


further reading.” Vicky 
Duval, Mauritian reader. 


Tanya Slegers Paul 


ISBN 978-1-78280-95 1-7 
Along Came Kevin is a crime thriller that a mainstream publisher in his native 
country did not want you to read because ‘the plot may be a bit too dynamic for 
the Mauritian society and context.’ 
It is a story of deception and murder concerning a brilliant car mechanic, Chad 
Donaldson, who is married to Amanda Price, a stunning, sexy and brilliant dance 
teacher from Essex who is fifteen years his junior. After seven years of what he 
thought was a happy marriage, his life turns upside down when he learns her hidden 
secret. How will he handle his discovery? Will Amanda's and Chad’s life ever be the 
same again? 


A Step Too Far is a great book, a 
perfect blend of love story 
(romance) and suspense. Somehow, 
it feels that at the beginning the 
author was driving slowly on the 
roundabout and preoccupied by 
which road to take to reach his 
destination. However, the language 
becomes more fluid as he leaves the 


roundabout. 
Mrs. Vicky Duval, reader from Mauritius. 


A Step Too 
Far is a 
thrilling story 
of love, hate 
and murder. 
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A thrilling story of love, hate and murder 


Pretti Evans meets and falls in love with billionaire Richard Brent. Her ex-boyfriend can’t accept that 
his four-year-long relationship with her has come to an end. After failing to regain her affection, he 
vows that if he cannot have her, no one else will. When Pretti ignores his threat and marries Richard, 
she sends him into a fit of fury. How far is he going to go to put asunder what God has joined? 
Moreover, is he going to succeed in achieving his goal? 


ISBN 978-1-78808-454-3 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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f , interesting 
romantic thriller that read. A perfect 
f : : blend of love 
will excite and bring deime 
Vicky, Reader from 
tears to your eyes. Mautitus 


Mrs Diana.C., Reviewer from Ashford. Kent. UK. 


It is about a beauty therapist called Samantha who whilst on holiday in Venice with her parents, falls in 
love with Ed, an English gigolo. They elope to get married but the romance does not last long and after 
divorcing each other, they go their separate ways. Ed goes to fight in Iraq whilst Samantha meets and 
marries Clive, a plastic surgeon who is more than twice her age and she gives birth to a daughter. Five 
years later Ed comes back home to attend the funeral of his father. By chance, Samantha and Ed meet 
again. Though Samantha rebuffs Ed’s advances, determined to win her back he pesters her. Days later, 
Ed is shot dead in his bed-sit. Who has done it? Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield investigates. 


ISBN 788-1-78808-452-9 
You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


Chellen’s novel, This latest novel, Bride In Waiting, 
Bride In Waiting, is a by Sydney S Chellen is a tale of 
compelling read. It’s love, adultery and treachery and the 
passions and tensions they arouse in 
an Asian family. The ending may 

i surprise some readers. Set on the 
tva uvae cue island of Mauritius the story will 
we be allowed to adapt well in a typical Bollywood 
have our cake and movie, with singing, dancing and 


eat it? sobbing! PreVal, a reviewer. 
Ms P.C., Reader from Ashford. Kent. UK. 


a modernised version 
of ‘Torn between 


Bride in Waiting 

This is a thrilling story of love and tribulations. 

Dr Rama Kaminski has been married to Maya for ten years. They have a beautiful daughter, a detached 
house in the city and two cars. They seem perfectly happy — except Rama is secretly having an affair 
with his assistant, Dr Gud. The latter desperate to have Rama for herself, threatens to end the affair 
unless Rama divorces his wife and marries her instead. Rama has to choose between his family and his 
lover. 


ISBN 978-1-78972-052-5 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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“What would you do if your identity 
was stolen by someone who looked 
just like you? A rollercoaster ride of 
deceit that will keep you on the edge 


of your seat until the end.” 
Macdadd. A reader from Kent. 
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Ti Achilling.story-of mistaken identity,-revenge ahd murder 


Life is about to change for Bono Spencer, an art dealer who is married to a beautiful 
Russian nightclub singer. Returning home from his latest business venture, Bono 

finds himself embroiled in s case of mistaken identity. Once his life was simple and 
uncomplicated, now Bono has to fight to get back his home, his wife and his life. Will 
he find the help he needs to fight back? 


ISBN 978-1-78972-053-2 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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As the COVID-19 pandemic rages throughout the world, a terrorist and a mad scientist set out to make 
the most of the situation by kidnapping some world leaders and holding them to ransom. The situation 
was becoming desperate until a British Secret Agent jumped into the game to eradicate the villains, but 
the latter were prepared to retaliate. How far would they go? Learn more by going through this new 


novel by Sydney S. Chellen, a master of intrigue. REVIEW by Prega Valaydon, 14 May, 2021 


DARING 
MISSION 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 
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A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has been 
rushed to hospital where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an attempt to rid his 
body of the deadly virus, a capsule and its crew is miniaturised and pushed down his 
windpipe. Is the crew taking too much of a risk as they run against the clock?... 


REVIEW: The voyage inside the human body is written in plain English making it quite educational as 
well as entertaining. Mrs. Carr, a reader from South Wales. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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The man who 


LOST HIS SOUL 


Sydney S Chellen 


2021-2022 


Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five—year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last three years been 
living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she 
receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a 
gambling debt. The only way Donna can save Jeff is for her to settle his debt in ten equal instalments over a 
period of ten weeks. She is given a limited period of time to decide whether or not to pay the money. She 
naively signs a dodgy contract. Caught up in a financial fraud, she finds herself stranded in a foreign 
country. Soon she discovers a plot to murder her. Can she act quickly and save her life? 


Reviews 


Set in the UK and Nigeria, this new novel starts with a financial fraud, followed by impersonations, 
treachery and murder. In his usual style, the writer blends mystery and suspense. The pace is fast keeping 
the reader on the edge. Prega Valaydon, 2021. 


Wonderful Romance. Full of suspense. Read at one go easily with scenes that are lively. The reader’s 
turmoil accumulating is dissolved by the happy ending. Regular Reader, VDC, Mtius, 2022. 


My friend recommended this novel. It is a 5-star for sure. Once I started reading I couldn’t stop! Many 
twists and turns. Amazon Reviewer. 


I’ve been looking for a romantic thriller novel to read and found my fix! Based on a 
millionairess who got caught on a financial scam and quickly found her life was at risk. I loved the narrative 
from start to finish, the plot, everything! - Goodreads Reviewer. 


Once I started to read I found it very hard to stop. Very easy to get lost in it’s various twists and turns with 
every turn of a page speculation and curiosity grew. Donna’s naivety and stupidity led her into dangerous 


territories. One that every woman who doesn’t want to get scammed should make a point of reading. Reader 
from London. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


Online 


Visit his website and read sample chapters of his books free, send and receive personal messages, and leave 
comments at www.sydneyschellenbooks.com 
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Along Came Kevin A Step Too Far 


A shete mary of he, ba anal marider 


Nh peek apeme madeg mee 


Why not find out more about Sydney’s double lives, in Mauritius and Kent, his family and 
beloved cats and how he spends his time when he is not writing stories. Also, learn more 
about new releases and pre-publication sample chapters. 
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Other books 


by Sydney S Chellen 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals. Routledge isan 0-415-22747-x 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals - Student edition. 
Routledge ISBN 0-415-30557-8 (pb); ISBN 0-415-30556-X (hb). 


The patient with a Mental Disorder. Cassell. ise 0.06-318295-5 


Information Technology for the Caring Professions. Harper 


and Row. ISBN 0-304-33162-7 (hb); 0-304-33164-3 (pb) 
Word for Windows. Cassell. ISBN 0-304-33242-9 


Excel for Windows. Cassell. issn 0-304-33241-0 


A passage to Europe. GPSbooksUK. 
Memories of Yesteryears. GPSbooksUK. 
Untold Story - An Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 


An Untold Story Retold- The Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 
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Sydney S. Chellen (AKA Sada, Seringapatam) was born in Mauritius, 
the third son of late Armon and Veerama (AKA Anne-Marie). He began work as a 
correspondent typist but eventually moved to Swansea, South of Wales, where after 
three years he qualified as a Registered Mental Nurse. He met and married Miss 
Georgina Scicluna, a Maltese nurse. At the age of twenty-five, he qualified as a 
State Registered Nurse and was awarded the John Ford-King prize for “best bed- 
side manner’. In 1997, he became a Senior Lecturer at Canterbury Christ Church 
University and started to write educational books. His book: The Essential Guide to 
the Internet for Health Professionals became a best seller in UK and the USA. The 
second edition of the book is available in paperback, hardback and e-book format. 
In 1966, he co-wrote a fictional novel, Wreckage but forty-seven years later, he re- 
wrote it and re-titled it theWreckage—based partly on a true-life story. Thirteen 
more novels ensued—four of which form part of a series called Sex, Lies, and 
Murder. 

Sydney S. Chellen has three children and two grand children. He and 
his wife who now live in the county of Kent, UK and they have two Birman 
pedigrees namely Lord DeMilo and Lady Tara which they adore. 
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Dead in the sea is a mystery thriller that will excite and bring tears to your eyes. 

Mangled eyebrows have been turning up all over the town of Nassau and the 
inhabitants are scared. Four murders in four weeks, all committed by two masked 
men, and still nobody has a clue who are the vicious killers. 

Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield is a smart and popular Kentish detective with an 
eye for details. Although he doesn't know it yet, he is the only one who can stop the 
serial killers. 

When his wife, Karina, witnessed a murder, Detective Inspector Fairfield finds 
himself thrown into the centre of the investigation. His only clue is a tiny locket. 

Can CJ finds the answers before the cold-blooded killers strike again? 


Youcan read sample chapters of Chellen’s books at his website: 
www.sydneyschellenbooks.com 
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A thrilling story of love and murder 


The Cheater CHEATED 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


Samantha, a beauty therapist on holiday in Venice with he 
parents. falls in love with Ed, an English gigolo. They elope to 
get married but the romance doesn’t last long and after divorcing 
each other they go their separate ways. Ed goes to fight in Iraq 
whilst Samantha meets and marries Clive. a plastic surgeon who 
is more than twice her age and she gives birth to a daughter. Five 
years later Ed comes back to England to attend the funeral of his 
father. By chance Samantha and Ed meet again. Though 
Samantha rebuffs Ed’s advances. determined to win her back he 
pesters her. Days later Ed is shot dead in his bed-sit. Who has 
done it? Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield investigates. 
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